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TO THE 


RIGHT Honour are, Edward, Earl of Dorſet, 
Jord Chamberlain to the QukExN's Moſt 
Excellent Majeſty, Knight of the Noble 
Order of the Garter, and one of his Ma- 
JESTY's moſt Honourable Privy Counſel. 


Rrohr HonoURABLE, 
T having pleaſed her Moft Excellent Majeſty to grace 
this (though unworthy) Poem ſo often with her royal 
preſence, I was emboldened the rather (though I dare 
not commend) yet to commit it to your Noble Patronage: 
neither are dramas of this nature, ſo deſpicable, as to be 
held unworthy the countenance of great men, when there 
is frequent preſident that the like have been dedicated 
and entertained by Emperors and the moſt potent Princes 
of their times. If your honour ſhall deign the acceptance 
of a plain man's love, and obſervance in this preſentment, 
as you grace the work, ſo you ſhall much encourage the 
Author, who humbly takes his leave of your Lordſhip 
with that borrowed from that ane Poet Nemiſianns. 
cog} I. | | 


o Dignus ſenior quem Carmine Phoebus, 
Pan Calamis, Fidibus, Linus, Mogulantebus Orpheus 185 
ciner ent. 
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TO THE READER. 


GeNEROUS READER, 


Fox this Dramatic Poem, I need not much apology, it 

having paſſed ſo many teſts of approbation; yet for 
ii cuſtom's ſake I follow the tradition of all or 
moſt authors, who were never deficient in this kind of 
compliment: The argument is taken from Apuleius, an 
excellent moral, if truly underſtood; and may be called a 
golden truth, contained in a lenden fable; which though 
it be not altogether conſpicuous to the vulgar, yet to thoſe 
of learning and judgment, no leſs apprehended i in the pa- 
raphraſe than approved in the original; of which, if the 
purſuers hereof were all Ap uleiaus, and never a Midas 
among them, I ſhould make no queſtion. So much for 
the ſubject itſelf, but for the rare decorements which new 
apparralled it, when it came the ſecond time to the royal 
view, (Mer Gracious Majeſty then entertaining his High- 
neſs at 1 155 zuſe, upon his birth-day) I cannot 


pretermit to give a due character to that admirable artiſt, 


Mr inigo Jones, 1 08. ſurveyor of the King's work, &c. 


who to every act, nay, almoſt to every ſcene, by his ex · 


celler.t inventions, gave ſuch an extraordinary luſtre; upon 
every occaſion changing the tage, to the admiration of 


all the ſpectators; that, as I mult ingenioutly confeſs, it 


was above my apprehenſion to conceive, ſo to their Ma- 


jeſties, and the reſt of the auditory: It gave ſo general a 


content, that [ preſi: me they never parte irc im any object, 
preſented in that kind, better pleaſed, or niore plenally fa- 
tisfied; but theſe I leave to your Judgments to gueſs at, 
the thing irfell;} propoſe to your eyes to cenſure, which if 
you judge as favourably as | exprels it freely, I ſhall ever 
remain as heretofore, 


| Studious of your beſt opinions, 


THOMas HEywoop. 
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PROLOGUES. 


The PROLOGUE to this Pay, the firſt Time 
ic was preſented on the Stage, Cupip deſcending 
in a Cloud, the Speaker, 


T was a cuſtom *mongſt the Romans, when 
1 State ladies they invited, or great men, 
As if their doors were all too baſe and vile 
To entertain them; their roofs to untile, 
And their unbounded welcome more to crown, 
In artificial clouds to let them down; 
T heir ſuperſtitious love ſo far extending. 
Receiving them as gods from heaven deſcending, 
Although we cannot meet you with that ſtate, 
As entering hither at our public gate, 
You are as welcome; *Tis Love bids you ſo: 
And, as their uſe was, to their gueſts to ſhow 
Their beſt and coſtlieſt jewels (without boaſt, 
So Cupid will) what he affecteth moſt, 
His ſweet and deareſt Miſtreſs; or if ought 
Were more in valuation, or in thought, 
That you ſhould ſee: She is both freſh and new, 


Then bid her but as welcome, as I, you, 
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Het MajesTY inviting the Kine to Denmark Houſe, 
in the Strand, upon his Birth- -day, being Novem- 
ber the 1gth, This Play bearing from that 
Time, the Title of the QUILEN'S MASK, was 
again preſented before him— Cor ſpeaking 
the Prologue. | 


— 


H O's ſo unread, doth not of Plato hear, 


His Anus Magnus, or his Vertent year 
In which the ſtars, and planets, moon, and ſun, 


Tir'd with continual labour, having run 


So many Ages long peregrination, 
And returns freſh and new to its firſt Nation, 

This is that year ſurc; rather this the day, 
Able to change November into May: 
This day's in heaven a Jubilee of Foy, 
Where Angels ſing in choirs, Vive la Roy. 
This is the royal birth-day of a King, 
That men with Angels Iopean ſing. 

Fd almoſt loſt myſelf, when my intent 

Was to tell why | come, and from whom ſent: 
From One, to whom I'm but a ſhadow, the 
The very ſoul of Amiability. 
One, that without my quiver and my bow, 
Commands the hearts and eyes of high and low. 
W hoſe name (inſcribed here) did you but b: hold, 
*T would change the ſooty ink, to liquid gold 
Of fulgent beauty; but ſo pure a mind, 


As if tinctur'd from heaven, and ſo divin'd. 


I Love, from Love am ſent, but She the right: 
Then grace (Great King) the triumvhs of Love 5 night. 


The 


„„ 
The EPILOGUE, ſpoken 1 Corid, pointing to 
the ſeveral Planets. 
Ne” Royal Prince, Jes' me turn to vom, 
Deign from love's mouth, to take this night's adieuz 
Think all theſe planets that on earth here move, 
(Shadows of thoſe celeſtial ones above) 


Breath on you their beſt influences; Vulcan, he 

Shall henceforth take charge of your armory. 

Juno, the Marriage Queen, ſhall bleſs your bed: 

The Sun ſhall take the bright beam from his head, 

To increaſe your glory's iuſtre ; and the Moon, 

Attend on you, to make your midnight noon ; 

And Mercury ſhall roam from ſhore to ſhore 

Upon your errands, prove your happy ranger, 

Home-bred to ſpy and foreſee foreign danger : 

LVenus with ſweets, and I with Love will charm you; 

And after all theſe, Love with power ſhall arm you. 

I've kept you waking long, good night, *tis late, 

And many birth-days may you celebrate. 


The PROLOGUE to the Kine and Queen, the 
ſecond Time it was Acted, the ſame Week 
ſpoken by Cup. 


ES, ſure *twas here; where ſome few hours I paſt, 
i he very time that I deſcended laſt; 
J, here it was, 1 know 1t by one face, 
To which my Miſtreſs Pfiche muſt give place, 
A preſence, that from Venus takes all power, 
And makes each place, ſhe comes in, Cupid's bower. 
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Though in their ſeveral ſpheres each planet ride, 
(With all the gods) to feaſt me and my bride, 
With Neclar and Ambreſia, yet that waſte 
Of godly fare could not my palate taſte : 

But I muſt all celeſtial ſweets forbear, 


To review earthly Fove and Juno here, 


Whom having ſeen; Hail to you once again; 
Long as the ſpheres continue, may you reign 

In Majeſty, in power, in iſſue bleſt, 

Be all theſe with your fortunate years increas'd; 
Till Cupid (ever young) with Time grow old, 
And you, this iron age, changing to gold. 
(Repur'd by your two virtues) Theſe etherial, 


May change to brighter chairs in th' heaven's Imperial. 
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LOVE S MISTRESS: 


QUEEN'S MASK. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter APULE1US with a pair of aſs's ears in his hand. 


pow art thou, Apuleius, retransform'd ? 

Or elſe how cam'ſt thou metamorphos'd firſt 
Into an aſs? Why ſo dull a beaſt, & 
Of ſlow, and ſo obtuſe a memory? 

I had a brain aim'd at inſcrutable things, 
Beyond the moon; what was ſublunary, 
Methought was for my ſtudy all too mean: 
Therefore, | therefore was thus tranſhap'd: 
That knowing man who keeps not in his buunds, 
But pries into heaven's hidden myſteries _ 
Further than leave, his dulneſs is increas'd 
Ceaſeth to be a man, and ſo turns beaſt : 

And thus I fell; yet by the ſelf- ſame power, 
That calls all "BD wiſdom fooliſhneſs, 


Am once more to my priſtine ſhape reitor'd; 


Only to ſhow how vain my ainbitions were, 
This folly's creſt 1 ſtill about me bear: 
I fain would no my way to Helicon, 
Can none here tell me? Will none filence break? 
It ſecms theſe fit to hear then, not to {peak.” 

Enter MIDAS, 


Here's one | hope can tell me: Reverend father, 


How lies my journey to the uſes hill? | 
i Mid. 
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Aid Follow thy noſe, 
Ap Thon moſt unreveren'd groom, 

(1 hope my als's ſhape is quite ſhook off) 

Why in this churliſh manner ſpenk'ſt thou then ? 
Mid. The Auses ! hang the Muses. 
Ap. Can'ſt thou conduct 

My wandering ſteps 10 Agenippes* ſpring ?. 

To the Muses temple | am travelling, 

And mult to them perform a facrifice. 
Mid. An als head of thy own, thou muſt perform. 
Ab. If men be grown thus 1 : ; oh, you powers, 


 Remetamorphoſe me into an ats ! 


"Tis leſs inglorious, and leſs grief to live 
A beaſt, amongſt wild beaſt, than to fee man 
Brute like to blemiſh his creation. 

4d. I tell thee, once again, I know no Afuses ; 
No Muses hill, no Aganippes ſpring; 
And which is more, I care for no fuch toys. 

Ap. And which is worſt, none wiſe will care for thee. 
Oh grief, that ſilver hairs ſhould crown his head, 
By w whom the Mutes are diſhonoured : 
Say, idol, what's thy narner 

Mid What's that to thee ? 
Yet was | ſometime King of Phrigia, 
To whom good Bacc hays was benolding once: 
And iKrefare he bid me aſk what 1 would have, 
1 ihould be granted: Inſtantly I begg'd 
That whatſoever I touch'd might turn to gold ; 

t firſt it pleas'd me: When 1 ſat to eat, 

rouch'd the table, and it ftratght was goid, 
The trenchers gold; I call'd for earthen veſſels, 
Which by my ate were alcumis'd to gold, 
All which 1 hugg'd; but when came to carve, 
Even as the 1 fo the meat was god; 
The liquid wine, but touch'd, was icaight congeal'd; 
Aud had not Bacchus freed me from my with, 
Amidit my gold | hai been ſtarv'd ere this. 

Ap. Dull covetous tool. | 

Ai. The ſhame of this made me reſign my ſtate; 
And where before 1 was a Kiag of men, 
Jo fly the harthnels ot fouls butter jeſts, 
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J made this wool crown, and am king of beaſts, 
And my name's Midas, 
Agb. Then oh king of beaſts, 
Be this thy curſe; when thy baſe life's out worn, 
No ſacred poet name thee but in ſcorn: 
But wilt thou fit with ſilence? 
Mid. Thou prat'ſt and bableſt, what would'ft thou have 
me do? | 
Ap. Seeſt thou this ſphere ſpangled with all theſe ſtars, 
All theſe love-arts; nor ſhall they part from hence 
With unfeaſted cares: my purpoſe was 
To expoſe them to the ſhapes of all thoſe aſſes, 
With whom my loſt foul wandered in a miſt; 
Knowing, of them thou art not counted leaſt ; 
But firſt Ill ſhew a ſtory of mine own, 
Of Cupid's love to Pſiche, fit and ſee't; 
I'll make thee then ingeniouſly confeſs 
Thy treaſon *gainſt the Muses majeſty; 
Withall, not only whatſoever's mine, 
But all true Poets raptures are divine. 
Mid. Thou haſt prevail'd with me, by Pan I'll. ſtay ; 
But take heed, Poet, that your rhymes be ſound, 
Elſe with thine own aſs ears thou ſhalt be crown'd. 
Ap. We two contend—Art here, there ignorance : 
Be you the judges, we invite you all | 
Unto this banquet academical, I[Eæeunt. 


Recorders, Enter ApmETus, MENETIUs, ZETOris, 
ASTIOCHE, PETREA, and PSICHE. 


Ad. You peers and daughters to the Arcadian king, 
We have palt the greateſt part of our pilgrimage : 
Liſten, oh liſten, for theſe ſounds that guild 
Theairs light wings, fanning through all our ears 
Immortal tvnes; tell us we are arriv'd 
At ſacrei! Delphes; fee the burnith'd ſpires 
Advance thenſelves to welcoine our approach; 

The temple gates ſtand open, and that great Deity 
Whoſe tongue ſpeaks nothing lels than Oracle, 
Attended by his Sibells, deigns to appear, 


Enter 
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Enter APOLLo, 


Mere. Oh teach our knees with a molt ee touch, 
To kiſs this hallowed earth. 
Zelo. Ladies, kneel down. 
Ajftio. And ſir, relate to fair Latona's Son, 
Why this religious voyage was attempted, 
Al. Daughters shall: 
Sacred Apollo, god of archery, 
Of arts, of phyſic, and of poetry : 
Jove's bright hair'd fon, whoſe yellow treſſes ſhine 
Like curled flames, hurling a molt divine 
And dazzluig ſplendor on ihe ſe leſſer tires, 
Which from 1 thy gilt beams, when thy car retires, 
Kindle thoſe tapers that lend eyes to night : 
Oh thou that art the landlord of all light; 
Bridegroom to urorning, day's eternal king, 
To whom nine Muſes in a ſacred ring, 
In dances ſpherical, trip hand in hand, 
Whilit thy well-ſtring'd harp their feet command: 
Great Delphian prieit, we to adore thy name 
Have burnt fat thighs of bulls in hallowed flame, 
W hoſe ſavor wrapt in clouds of ſmoak and fire, 
To thy ſtar ſpangled palace duilt aſpire ; 
Tell us who ſhall untie the virgin zone 
Of the white-handed Piichez the alone 
Of three molt fair, is moſt unfortunate; 
All love, but none her love will celebrate 
With nupial rights; what muſt of her betide, 
Dread Phoebus tell, to whom ſhall ſhe be bride? 
Apel. Cloath Pſiche in a mourning weed, 
Then lead and leave her on a hill, 
Where Venus” doves their young ones feed. 
Her 3 not of human race; | 
Put one, wv hoſe flaming fight doth kill, 
And yet wants eyes; his ſer; zent's face 
If he behold, ſhe muſt fee ball, 
And yet by ſome notorious deed, 


Obtain a patent from that place 
Never to die. Pſiche, farewell, 


er d, much griev'd; unclaſp that ſpell. 
| Exit APOLLO, 


Al. 
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Ad. Much griev'd, andyet much joy'd, poor girl. I fear 
The ſcale of grief will weigh down that of cheer. 

MAoene. er mult ſee hell, and vet ſhe nc'er ſhall die; ; 
True, for hell's torments 1 5 eternally, 

Adi. But fer, no tongue ſhall her joys expreſs. 

Petre. Phoebus, thy words leave vs all comfortleſs. 

Pf, ] muſt eſpouſe a ſerpent, that's my hell, 

Zelo. But ſince you never ſhall behold his face, 
Your torments cannot be too horrible, 

Atene. St polffble, by deeds impoſtt ble, 

To attain the crown of immortality : 
It cannot be: Thus mocking Phoebus leaves us, 
Always in clouds of darkneſs to deceive us. 

Ad. Stay thy prophane tongue, leſt deſerved wrath 
Strike thee with death from tis revengeful ſphere: 
Thou muſt be cloath'd jn mourning ; ſo thou art, 

A mourning habit, and a thougnt- al heart: 
Thou mult de left alone on Venus' hill; 
The deſtinies decree, we mult fulfill: 
Thy huſband muſt want fight, and yet have eyes 
That flame and kill; oh leave theſe myſteries 
Until the gods reveal them. Come let's hence; 
Change your Arcadian tunes to Lidian ſounds, 
Sad notes are ſweetelt, where deep woe confounds, 
[ Lxeunt onnes, 


Recorders, Euter VENUS. 


Jen. Cupid, my ſon, where's he ? [ within, 
Cub. Anon, forſooth. ke 
Ven. PII gather rods of roſes, if you mock me 
With your anon forſuoth, | | Wilhins 
Cup. Anon- forſooth. 
Ven. Shall 1 be thus vex'd ? ſtill when my blood 
Boils in the fire of anger, then this ape 
With purpole frets me. - Boy. 


Enter Cui. 


Cup. Anon: forſooth. 
Jen. Will Juno come, or Ceres ? 


Cup. Juno lay lolling in my uncle's lap, 
Ven, Which uncle? 


Cup 
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Cup. Uncle Jove : I laught out-right 
To ſee how (wanton-like) with both her arms, 
She clung about his neck; gave him ten kiſſes, 
Toy'd with his locks, look'd babies in his eyes, 
And {wore ſhe would not watch him when he went 
Amoneſt his wenches, if he'd turn away 
His ſawey page, the ſmooth-fac'd Ganimed, 
The boy by chance upon her fan had ſpilt 
A cup of nectar; oh how Juno ſwore! 
I told my aunt 1'd give her a new fan, 
To tet Jove's page be Cupid's ſerving man. 
Ven. What's this to Venus? meſſage, what ſaid Juno? 
Cup. I aſk'd her when ſhe'd come, and in good ſooth, 
She anſwered nothing, but anon-forſooth. 
Jen. And where was Ceres, what did ſhe reply? 
Cup, Ceres was binding garlands for good Pan, 
Of blue bottles, and yellow piſs-abeds _ 
That grew among the wheat, with which ſhe crown'd 
143 His forked brows, and woed him with his horn 
410: To rouſe the ſkipping Saytrs, to go hunt 
A herd of ſwine that rooted up her corn; 
I aſk'd her when ſhe'd come, and in. good ſooth, 
She ſent me packing with anon-forſooth. | 3 
Ven. I ſent for Pan, and for Apollo too, | | 


What news from them? 


Cup. They ſaid they would be here immediately. 


Enter PAN and APOLLO. 


Apo. Why in ſuch haſte bath Venus ſent for us? | 7 
Ven. I fent for Juno and for Ceres too; C 4 
But they'll not come. 2 
Pan, Well, what's the news with you? 
Jen. Have you not heard how Venus is contemn'd? 
Her temples gaz'd at, but not trod upon, 
Her ſtately hangings, and her pillows torn ; 
Thoſe roſy garlands, that her ſtatues crown'd, 
a Are wither'd, or elſe trampled on the ground; 
1 Tluhoſe troops that flock'd to Paphos to adore me, 
| Shun Paphos now, and ſcornfully abhor me. 
| Pan. That's ſtrange, for all are up to th'ears in love: = 
4 Zoys, without beards, get boys, and girls, bear girls; 
bf | Fine little rattle-babies, ſcarce thus high, 


Are 
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Are now calld wives: If long this hot world ſtand, 
We {hall have all the earth turn Pigmy-land. 
Ven. All honour Love, but none adore Love's Queen, 
Apo. The injury is great, but from whence ſprings it? 
Yen. From PFſiche, daughter to the Arcadian king, | 
They call her Queen of Love, will know no other, 
And ſwear my ſon ſhall knecl and call her mother, 
Cup. But Cupid ſwears to make the Jacks forſworn. 
Apo. Will Citharea ſwallow this diſgrace? 
Pan. What ſhall Pan do in this? 
Yen. Lend me your aids. 
If you meet Pſiche, charge young Mercury 
To ſend me to her, or im n priſon her 
Till you have ſent me word. 
Apo, If this be all, Venus ſhall ew her with. 
Pan. Pan, by his upright horns and bcard, doth ſwear 
Jo hunt out Pſiche; but if I do this, 
What will ſweet Venus give me? 
Len. A ſweet kiſs ; 
And Pheobus ſhall have one, Cupid another, 
Upon condition they will right thoſe wrongs 
Which Pſiche in her great pride throws on me; 
Draw from thy quiver a dull leaden ſhaft, 
And ſtick it through her boſom to the heart; 
Make her in love, but let her proud eyes doat 
On ſome ill - ſnapen drudge, ſome ugly fool; 
Do this, I'll weave for thee a coronet 
Of roſes, mix'd with Berenice's hair; 
And give thee my beſt chariot, and my doves, 
To hunt with on the earth, or in the air; 
Wil thou do this, my boy ? 
Cup. I will forſooth. 
Pen. Nay, do not mock me, wilt thou? 
Cup Yes indeed, indeed I will forſooth. 
Jen. Sweet lad, adieu then: 
Apollo, Pan, revenge poor Venus' wrongs, 
Whilſt I unyoke my ſilver colour'd team, 
To wanton on the boſom of yon ſtream. [ Exit. 
Ape Now ſhe has call'd me down unto the earth, 
I'll try what paſt mes dwell among the ſwains. {| Exit. 
Pan, And with my Satires I wili have ſome ſport 


Here in the Arcadiau valleys. [ Exif. 
Cup. 
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Cup. Shall] ?fche's beauteous eyes gaze on baſe love? 
No, let my mother ſtorm, and ch; afe nd lower, 
She (hall be none but Cupid's paramour : 
Enter ZEPHIRUS. 
Ho Zephirus: how now, thou puffing ſlave, 
Art thou grown proud, thou ſwell'ſt ſo? Gentle wind, 


| Clap on thy ſmootheſt feathers, ſleekeſt wings, 


And mount thee to the top of yonder rock, 

There (alt thou find anon a forlorn maid, 

Convey her genily down unto the vale 

That borders on my bower; ſee this perform'd, 

And J will cloath thee in a grafs- 8 oy robe, 

Spotted with daſies, pinks, and marigolds; 

Ill play the thief in Flora's treaſury, 

Jo make all eyes in love with Zephirus: 

Fly hence, do this, and henceforth be thou king 

Of all the winds, and father of the ſpring. [Exeunt. 


Enter Apukrps, MENETIUs, ZE TLOoTIS, ASTIOCHE, 
PETREA, and Psic Hk. 
Ad. Behold the foot of that unhappy rock, 
Upon whole frozen top, by Phœbus' doom, 


Thou muſt abide thy molt ſiniſter hap. 


Aſtio. Dear ſiſter Pliche, 
Pj Peace, Aſtioche. 
Petrea, Father: you ſhould all have mourn'd 
When the mad ſpirits of the multitude | 
Eneel'd down and call'd me Venus; then have wept, 
When Citharea's altars were left bare, 
And I was call'd a goddeſs; when theſe tears, 
Whoſe reeking makes my funeral lights burn dim, 
Might have quench'd Venus' wrath, but leave me now 
To fight with death, or meet worſe miſery. 
Menue. But lurks that ferpent in this fatal rock? 
Pet. So ſaid Apollo, 
Zelo. Then Menetius, 
We will conduct fair Pſiche to the cave, 
And rip the monſter's intrails with our (words. 
Pſi. Forbear all force, 1 will aſcend alone; 
Phoebus will be diſpleas'd: Alone ſaid he, 
Diſtreſſed Pſiche ſhall climb up yon hill. 
Ad. The way is dangerous, thou wilt loſe thy ſelt 
Without a guide. 


Pſi, Death muſt my conduct be, 
See 
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Ce where the pale hagg ſtands; vain world adieu, 
1 am his bride, he waits for none of you. 
4 | [ She climbs up the Rock. 
Ad. What pains the poor girl takes, ſee how ſhe ſtrives 
Againſt the ſwelling boſom of the hill, 
Mene. See the kind brambles, as enamor'd of her, 
Circle her beanty in her catching arms, | 
Wooing her to come back; as who ſhould ſay, 
Thou run'ſt too faſt to death, ſweet Pliche ſtay. 
Ad. But all in vain, ſhe now hath climb'd the rock. 
And wafts her hand, do you the like to her, 
W hoſe timeleſs death prepares my ſepulchre. 
Petre. Siſter with courage meet thy deſtiny, 
To-morrow, if thou liv'ſt, we'll viſit thee. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Cup D and ZEPHIRUS. 


Cup. Fly Zephirus, on top of yonder monnt 
My fair love fits; on thy ſoft ſwelling wings | 
Let Pſiche ride——you voices that attend me, [Ex. Zep. 
Dance in the air like wantons to intice 
My love to dwell in Cupid's paradife: _ 
Muſick with raviſhing tones inchant her ears; 
A banquet there: She that doth Cupid wed, | 
Thus ſhall ſhe live, and thus be honoured. Exit, 


Enter ZEPHIRUs, and takes PSICHE from the Rock, and 
exit with her in his arms, A Banquet brought in. 


Enter ZEPHIRUs with PSIcHE, and places her at the 
3.4 Banquet, and exit. 


Fi. Where am I now? For through the cheerful air 
Hither I have been brought, on unſeen wings; 
What wonderous place is this? No ſerpent ſure 
Lurkes in this pleaſant bower ! my ear drinks funds 
Of heaven tun'd inſtruments ; ] ſee no creature, 

And yet methought ſoft fingers ſet me down, 
And I am forc'd by ſweet compulſion, „ 
[ Benquet fir/t plain, and preſently ſet out with all delicates. 
To be the only gueſt of this fair board, 
Which empty, is as ſoon new furniſhed; 
I fain weuld touch theſe ſweets, but fear to taſte them: 
Eccho, Taſte them. 2, Taſte them, 3. Taſte them. 
| 25 B | P/iche 
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P/. What voice is that? I dare no longer ſit, 
Eccho Sit. 2. Sit, 3. Sit. 38 | 
P/i. Who mocks me? are you devils, or are you gods? 
Eccho, Gods. 2. Gods. 3. Gods. | 
Pji. The gods will do no harm. 
Eceho. No harm. 2. No harm. 3. No harm. 
P/i. Pſiche be bold, and taſte this heavenly food, 
Eccho. Ha ha ha. 2. Ha ha ha. 3. Haha ha. 
Ey. Theſe are no Ecchoes, for they ſhift their place. 
Nor catch they my laſt words as Ecchoes do: 
For when I would have fed, they raock'd my pride, 
They laught aloud at my preſumption : 
No, theſe are fury-elves, and will torment me, 


Enter LEPHIRUsS with drink. 


If thus I talk to them. Wh fills this wine, 


And tempts my eye with it? as who ſhould ſay, 


Drink Pſiche. 3 
Eccho. Drink Pſiche. 2. Drink Pſiche. 3. Drink Pſiche. 


Eſi. I'll taſte no drop of this inchanted wine. 
Fain from this magick circle would I riſe, 


Yet dare not; oh let Pſiche ſee your eyes, 


Or rid me hence, and ſet my fears in peace. 
Echo, Peace. 2. Peace. 3. Peace. 
| | Enter Cupid. | | 
Cup. How lovely is my Pſiche; earth's too baſe 
To be poſſeſt of her celeſtial form: | 
My mother hates her; for the gods I fear 
Would baniſh her from -earth, my love being there : 
And therefore ſhall ſhe live in Cupid's bower, 
For ſhe deſerves to be love's paramour : 
Oh! how her fair eyes wound me; by this kiſs 
And this white hand. 5 
P/. Oh me! what voice is this 
I ſee ? beſides, ſoft Angers, and a ring. 
Cup, Long white fingers, ſoft white hand, 
Ring and all at thy command. 
Pjz. Is this my huſband then? 
Cup. Ho, Zephirus, 0 
Remove hence thoſe ambroſian diſhes ſtraight. 


ZePHIRUS takes off the Banquet. 


Pj. My father much miſtook the oracle; 7 
; 0 
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To this ſweet voice, could I enjoy the ſight, 
I ſhould myſelf then ſtile Queen of delight. _ 
Cup. Pleaſure ſhall be thy lacky ; wilt thou hunt, 


Then in an airy chariot, drawn by birds, x; 


On the winds downy back my love ſhall ride; 

Mild Zephirus ſhall be thy waggoner; 

W ho if the heat offend, his ſilver wings 

Shall fan cool air upon thee, yet my love, 

If thou commit*{t one fin, thou art not mine. 
Pſi. Name it, ans I'll avoid it for your ſake. 
Cup. Thy mourning ſiſters ſhortly will return, 


And ſeek thee on the rock from whence thou cam'ſt, 


But ſhun their ſight and ſpeech; Pſiche do this, 
Thou robb'ſt me elſe of love, thyſelf of bliſs. 

P/;, Not ſpeak nor ſee my ſiſters; oh what pleaſure 
Can Pſiche take, lock'd in a golden goal? 

Cup. Run not unto thy ruin, gentle love, 


| Yet if thou needs wilt fee and ſpeak with them, 


Command thy ſervant Zephirus to bring them 
From top of yonder rock into this vale, 
But if they make inquiery who I am, 
Fill both their laps with gold, and ſend them gone, 
Beſides I woo thee by this nuptial kiſs, 
Do not perſuade me to diſcloſe my ſhape, 
Attempting that, thou loſeſt this high ſtate; 
J then mult leave thee, thou live deſolate. 
Fſi. In all theſe things, I will obey my love. 
Cup. Then Pſiche, in thine unſeen huſband's hand, 


Claſp thy white fingers, I'll now crown thy bed 
With the ſweet ſpoils of thy loſt Maiden-head. [ Exeunt 


Enter APULEIUs and Mipas. 


Mi. Hand off, let go my ſheep-hook, I'll not ſtay, 
I'll hang myſelf, e'er I'll ſee out thy play: 


Call you this poetry? 


Ap. 1f this diſpleaſe thee Midas, then I'll ſhew thee 
Ere I proceed with Cupid and his love, : 


What kind of people I commerſt withal 


Jo. my tranſhape. £ 
Mi. That's when thou wert an aſs. 
Ap. The very ſame. 
Ai. Yes, that I fain would ſee. 
| B 2 
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»S, 


Ap. Sit then and view thine own infirmity. 
A A dance, Enter a proud "_ with Ears. 
Mi. What ſellow's that! 
Ap. A ſelf-will'd inſolent fool, 
Who ſpights at thoſe above him, and thoſe 8 
Deſpiſeth, and his equals jets upon ; 
Rich in his own conceit, in judgment poor, 
Still carping, tho' a coxcomb, and may paſs, 
' As theſe days go, for a proud arrogant aſs. 


Dance. Enter a prodigal A/s. 


17 d. I, this I like; what fellow's that? 
Ad. A fellow he, 
Who riots that, which moſt penuriouſly 
His father hoarded; in drabs, drink, and play, 
Wearing fantaſtick habits, and gay cloaths, 
Till he hath quite exhauſted all his gold, 


And for a prodigal aſs may be enroll'd. 


Dance. Enter a Drunken Aſs. 
Mi. This gives me good content What's he? 


Ap. A pot companion, brother to the glaſs, 
That roars in's cups, indeed a drunken als. 


Dance. Enter an Uſurer. 
Mi. He looks like a good fellow—Now that greybeard? 
Ap. One that doth pinch his belly in his life, 
And ftarve his own guts to make others feed; 
Patcheth his own cloaths to make others proud, 
And for a covetous aſs may be allow'd. 


Dance. A young Gentlewoman. 

Mi. But ſo did never Midas Now, that Minks? 

Ap. Her mother's darling, ſhe, born to good means; 
In love with all the fees, yet truly, none; 
Who when great heirs are proferred, trifles them; 
And in the end, when with none elſe (the can, 
She marries with her father's ſerving- man: 
And that is a right ſhe-afs. 


Dance. An ignorant Aſs. 


Mi. What reverend perſon's that of all the other? 
I like him beſt. 
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Ap. That Midas, i is thy brother, 
A peace of moving earth, illiterate, dull; 
Who having! in himſelf naught commendable, 
Envies what's gocd in others; and yet dare 


In his own impudence, with arts compare: 


A block, a ſtone, yet learning he'll revile, 
And a dull ignorant aſs we will him ſtile. 
Mi. But where's your _ aſs among all theſe? _ 
Dance and A 4 
Ap. There's no ſuch creature. b 
Mi. Then what call'ſt thou thoſe 
That let not men lie quiet in their graves, a 
But haunt their ghoſts with ballads and bald rhymes? 
Do they not teach the very fiends in hell 


Speak in blank verſe; do we not daily fee 


Every dull-witted afs ſpit poetry; 

And for thy ſcene, thou bring'ſt here on the lage 

A young green ſickneſs baggage to run after | 

A little ape-ſac'd boy thou term'ſtagod; ' 

Is not this moſt abſurd? ſeri XP 
Ap. Miſunderſtanding fool, thus much conceive; 


Pſiche is Anima. Pſiche is the ſoul, 


The ſoul a virgin, longs to be a bride, 

The ſoul is immortal, whom then can ſhe woo, 
But heaven? whom wed, but immortality : 

Oh blame not Pſiche then, if mad with rage, 
She long for this ſo divine marriage. 

Mid. But tell me then, why ſhould Apollo ſay, 
All love her, and yet none will marry her, 

Ap- All love fair Pſiche, all caſt amorous eyes 
On the ſoul's beauty, but who is it will wed her ? 
None with the ſoul will lead ſo ſtrict a life, 

As heaven enjoins with ſuch a bleſſed wife. 

Mi. Thou promp'ſt my underſtanding pretty well; 
But why ſhould Venus, being Queen of love, 

Wiſh her fon Cupid to enamour her, 


On ſome baſe groom miſ-ſhapen, and deform'd? 


Ap By Venus here, is meant intemperate luſt; 
Luſt woo's her ſon deſire, ro inflame the ſoul 


: With ſome nas groom, that's to ſome ugly fin ; 
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Deſire is good and ill; the evil ſwears 
To obey his mother Venus, and vex Pliche, 
But Cupid repreſenting true deſire; | 
Doats on the ſoul's ſweet beauty, ſends his ſervant 
Zephirus ; in whom, celeſtial pleaſure's meant 
To entice his love, the ſoul to his chaſte bed, 
Giving her heaven for her loſt maidenhead. 
Mi. Only one riddle more, and I have done; 
Why did the poor girl Pſiche take ſuch pains? 
What ſcrambling ſhift ſhe made to climb the mountain, 
And crawls through brakes and briers to get a huſband. 
Ap. This ſhews how many ſtrong adverſities, 
Croſſes, pricks, thorns, and ſtings of conſcience, 
Would throw the ambitious ſoul affecting heaven, 
Into deſpair and fainting diffidence, 
Which Pſiche muſt paſs through; the ſoul muſt fly 
Through thouſand letts, to ſeek eternity, 
Mi. Thou haſt made this ſomewhat plain. 
Ap. Kind gentlemen, 
Wink at our ſtrife, you may in pardoning this, 
Count this our talk a mere parentheſis, [ Exeunt. 
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ACT It SCENE I. 


Enter PsichE, ASTIOCHE, and PETREA. 


Pſiche. Welcome, dear ſiſters; with the breath of love, 
Poor Pſiche gives kind welcome to you both: 
Oh tell me then by what auſpicious guide, 
You came conducted to this ſacred place? 

Ai. Siſter you ſhall : when many a weary ſtep 
Had brought us to the top of yonder rock, 
Mild Zephirus embrac'd us in his arms, 

And in a cloud of rich and ſtrong perfumes, 
Brought us to the ſkirts of this green mead, 

Pj. And happily arriv'd: Nature and art 
Have ſtrove to make this dale their treaſury; 
Winds fly on Pſiche's errands ; ſhapes unſeen 
Are my attendants, and to make me ſpot, 
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Will dance like nimble Ecchoes in the air, 
And mock me. | 
Eccho. Mock me. 2. Mock me. 3. Mock me. 
Pj. Siſters, how like you this? 
Eccho. This, ha ha ha. 2. This, ha ha ha. 3. This, ha ha ha 
Petre. They mock us, will they do no harm to us? 
Phi. Oh no. | 
Eccho. No. 2. No. 3. No. 
Pſi Bablers, be ſilent. | 
Eecho. Silent. 2. Silent. 3. Silent. 
Pſi. Or elſe I'll puniſh you; . 
And let me hear ſome muſicx . LOud— d ſtill, 


Loud muſick, and flill muſick. 


Tell me, how like you this? 
Ai. It flies the reach of admiration. 
Petre, But let us ſee the ſhapes of them that play, 
What are they, ſpeak ? or what's your huſband's name! 
Let's know our brother, that we may relate 
To the king our father your high honour'd ſtate. 

P/. My huſband, ſiſter, is now rid from home. 

Ai. Why, ſay he be, IL hope you know his name; 
We'll ranſack all the palace but we'll find him: 
Is your ſweet-heart ſo proud, he'll not be ſeen? 

Petre. Where is he, Pliche? 
P/. Truſt me, he's from home, 
Ai. Let's ſee his picture then? 
Ps. Laſs, I have none. 

Per. Deſcribe his perſon. 

E/ 1 muſt ſhift them hence, 
My reague will elſe breed my confuſion. 

Ali. Nay ſiſter, when? 

Petre. When ſiſter will it be? 

P/j, How ſhould I give him ſhape I never ſaw? 
He's a fair lovely youth, upon each cheek, 
Smiles lie in cheerful dimples ; on his brow 
Sits love and majeſty in glorious pride: 
His eyes ſuch beauty in their circles hold, | 
That walking in the night, | have thought them ſtars; 
Long flaxen curled treſſes crown his head, 
Come, come, you ſhall g t be enamoured 
On my fair huſband; this for all ſuffice, 
He's young and rich. 
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Hi. Oh, how my blood doth riſe, 
In envy of her high felicity ; ſpeak, what's his name? 
Phi. Home, home; more muſick there, I mu!t to reſt. 


Recorders, Enter ZEPHIRVs with bags. 


Ho Zephirus, come forth, and bring me brimn-fuil bags 
of gold: 
Hold up your laps, tho' them you cannot fee 
That bring this gold, this Jarges take from me; 
Adieu, adieu: my duty to the king, 
I needs mult {top mine ears when Syrens ſing. 
Petre. Aſtioche. 
Ali. Petrea, ch, I am mad to note her pride; ; 
Her huſband is no ſerpent as *twas ſaid, 
And falſe Apollo ſung; he is ſome gel, 
And this his temple, for no mortal hand 
Hath laid theſe chriſtal pavements, cloath'd theſe n 
In never- fading liveries of green; 
Flora you ſee, cloaths all the ground with Rowers, 
Flora is Pſiche's -hand-maid ; Zephirus 
Is but her foot-boy, lackies at her back. 
Petre. Yet ſhe's our ſiſter, and it doth me good 
To ſee rich worth in any of 'our blood. 
Ai. Thou art a fool, Petrea, for I hate 
That any fortune ſhould tranſcend my ſtate ; 
She ſends us hence in ſcorn, but we'll return, 
And never ceaſe, till by ſome treachery, 
Her pride we make a ſlave to miſery. [ Exeunt. 


Enter ADMETUs, MENETIvVs, and ZE:.0T:s. 


Mene. Patience, great fir, you have not loſt them all, 
Doubtlefs the two laſt live. 
Zelb. Sir, tho' they be your daughters, they're our wives; 
And we are in no ſuch deſpair of them. 
41. Admir you were one for Aſtioche, 
And that another for Petrea wept, | 
You two, but for two wives ſhed huſbands tears; 
For you and them, I ſorrow all: your fears 
Divided betwixt you; on me alone, 
Lies like a mountain, and thus cafteth down 
Admetus wretched body, with his crown; 
They followed Pſiche and her deſtiny, 
n given them death, us living . 


Euter 
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FTuter EVEMORE. 


Eve. Riſe, royal fir, your daughters are return'd, 
Ad. Oh where, which way; are my two daughters c come: 
Eve. Yes, fir, and both their laps are fill'd with gold. 


FO AST1OCHE and PETREA, 


Ad. Welcome to both in one ; oh can you tell 
What fate your filter hath? | 
Both. Pſiche is well. | 
Ad. So among mortals it is often ſaid, 
Children and friends are well, when they are dead. 
Aftio. But Pſiche lives, and on her breath attends 
Delights that far ſurmount all earthly joy; 
Muſick, fweet voices, and ambrofian fare, 
Winds and the light wing'd creatures of the air, 
Clear channell'd rivers, ſprings, and flow'ry meads, 
Are proud when Pſiche wantons on their ſtreams, 
When Pſiche on their rich imbroidery treads, | 
When Pſiche gilds their chriſtal with her beams; * 
We have but ſeen our ſiſter, and behold 
She ſends us with our laps full brimm'd with gold. 
Am. Oh, vou amaze me, daughters, 
Pet. Let joy baniſh amazement from 0 kingly 
thoughts. 
Pſiche is wedded to ſome deity, 
And prays withal, our quick return again, | 
Ad. We grant it; we with you and theſe, will go 
Fo Pſiche's bower; defire inflames my mind, 
Jo fit on the bright wings of that bleſt wind. | 
Aj?zi, Oh, but the God that governs Pſiche's thoughts, 
For ſure he is immortal, charg'd my ſiſter | 
To talk with none but us. 
Petre Yet by the magick of our tongues, we'll try 
If we can win you ſo much liberty. 
Ad. Go my Aſtioche, but come again 
To comfort him that muſt thy want complain; 4 
Go with my Jove Petrea, but return 
With winged ſpeed, whilſt we your abſence mourn z 
Go with my bleſſing; bleſt thoſe liſters be, 
That live like you in bonds of unity: 
Give Pliche this; give her this, thou Nun LXiſſeib „7 
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Tell her ſhe is my ſelf, my ſoul's Idea; 

And ſay, whilſt ſhe is ſpotleſs, lovely white, 
She ſhall be my ſole comfort, my delight : 
So part with my beſt wiſhes. TT [ Exeunt 


Enter CLowN, with three or four SWAINS. 
Clo. And what might you call that young gentleman» 


that rules and reigns, revels and roars in theſe walks of 


Arcadia, that makes you borrow ſheeps eyes from your 
flocks, and leaves you no more brains in your heads than 
in your ſheep-hooks ? What might you call that gallant ? 
1. Swa. Whom do you mean, him whom god Pan ſo ho- 
nours, the fawns fear, and the ſatyrs ſhake to ſee ? | 
Els. Ille ipſe, the ſame; I defire no more than this 
ſheep-hook in my hand to encounter with that ſwaſh- 


” buckler. 


2. Stoa. It is the god of love, they call him Cupid. 
Clo, Cupid coxcomb; your ſatyrs are all ſots, your 
fawns fools, and your Pan a pitiful poor fellow; had I 
their horns (as I know not what I may have in time) 1 
would fo gore him; and what weapons doth he ufe? 
. Swa. They ſay bow and arrows. | 


lo. Bow and bird-bolts,doth he not? and how lies he? 


where's his guard? what's his play? Can any of you all 
give me his true title? 

1. Stoa. Not I, *tis far beyond me. 

Clo. Then hearken, oh you Hoyds, and liſten, oh you 
Ilhterates, whilſt I give you his ſtile in folio : He is king 


of cares, cogitations and coxcombs ; viceroy of vows 
and vanities, prince of paſſions, prate-apaces, and pickled 


lovers; duke of diſaſters, diſſemblers, and drown'd eyes; 
marquiſs of melancholy, and mad folks, grand fignior 
of griefs, and groans ; lord of lamentations, hero of hie- 
hoes, admiral of ay-mes, and monſieur of mutton-lac'd. 
2. Swa. Here's a ſtile I ſhall never be able to get 
Over. 
Cle. And who do you think maintains this princox in 


dis Poniificalibus? 


3. Swa. Nay, it exceeds my capacity. 
Cle. A company of pitiful fellows called poets ; did you 
never hear of one Homer, and of the tale of Troy, and of a 
ten. years ſiege, and many ſuch trifles? 


2. Swas. 
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2. Stoa. Ves, and many things concerning them. 

Clo. But hear me, oh you miſs of miſ-underſtanding; 
this Troy was a village of ſome twenty houſes; and Priam, 
as ſilly a fellow as I am, only loving to play the good fel- 
low, he had a great many bouncing lads, whom he called 
ſons. 8 | 

3. Swa. As we have here in Arcadia, 

Clo. Juſt the ſame; by this Troy run a ſmall brook, that 
one might ſtride over; on the other ſide dwelt Menelaus, a 
farmer, who had a light wench to his wife call'd Hellen, 
that kept his ſheep, whom Paris, one of Priam's mad lads, 
ſeeing and likeing, tieth over the brook, and lies with her, in 
deſpight of her huſband's teeth: for which wrong, he ſends 
for one Agamemnon his brother, that was then high con- 
ftable of the hundred, and complains to him:. he ſends to one 
Ulyſles, a fair ſpoken fellow, and Town-clerk, and to di- 
vers others; amongſt whom was one ſtout fellow called Ajax, 


a a butcher, who upon a holy-day brings a pair of cudgels, 


and lays them down in the midſt, where the two hundreds 


| were then met, with Hector a baker, another bold lad of 


the other fide ſeeing, ſteps forth, and takes them up; theſe 
two had about or two for a broken pate; and here was all 
the circumſtance of the Trojan wars. 

2. Swa. To ſee what theſe poets can do. 

Clo. But liſten to them and they will fill your heads with 
a thouſand fovleries ; obſerve one thing, there is none of you 
all ſooner in love, but he is troubled with their itch, for he 


will be in his amorets, and his canzonets, his paſtorals, and 


his madrigals, to his Phillis, and his Amorillis. 
I. S$wa. Oh beauteous Amorillis. 

Clo. And what's Amorillis think'ſt thou? 

1. Swa. A fair and lovely creature. 

Clo. Vil ſhew thee the contrary by her own name, Amor 
is love, illis is ill, is ill, cannot be good; Ergo Amorillis, is 
ſtark nought; let one or two examples ſerve for more, 
there is one of our faireft nymphs called Suſanna; what is 
Sufanna, but S/ and anna, which is in plain Arcadia, Nan 
is a Sow. 95 | 

2. Swa. Well, you have taught us more than ever I 
underſtood before, concerning poetry, | | 
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Cle. Come to me but one hour in a morning, and Pl 


read deeper philoſophy to, you—good morrow neighbours : 
Poets, quoth a; what's 7ity/e tu patul:, but titles and 


pages? What's Propria gue maribus, but a proper man 


loves mary-bons? Feminno generi tribiunter, but the 


feminine gender is troubleſome ; what's Ovid but guaſe, 
avoid; now thould I be in love, with whom? with Doll, 
what's that but dole and lamentation, with Jug, what's ihe, 


but ſiſter to a black-pot, or what's Peg, good for nothing 


but to drive into poſt : No, Cogn, J defy thee and all thy 
genealogy. 


Enter Coyry. 


Cup. What's he that fo prophanes our deity? 
And feorns that power which all the gods adore; | 
To whom Love ſometimes bends, and Neptune kneels, 
Mars homageth, and Phoebus will ſubmit, 
Sly Mercury obey, and Vulcan bow te; 
And all the rural gods and goddeſſes, 
Satyrs and nymphs allow their ſovereign: 
He ſhall not eſcape unpuniſhed. 
Ui. If I could but find one of theſe fantaſtical poets, or 
light upon that little god their patron, I would fo tickle 
them. 
Cup. T his hobinal, this ruſtick, this baſe clown; 
J find him of a dull ad brainleſs eye, 
Such as I know a golden headed ſhaft 
Will never enter; of a ſkin fo thick, 
As pointed filver hath no power to pierce: 
For ſuch groſs fools, J have a bolt in ſtore, _ 
Which though it cannot wound, ſhall give a blow, 
To ftartle all within him. | [ Shoots. 
Clo. Oh me, hei oh. 
Cup. Lie there, baſe Midas* baſtard, that refuſes 
All honour'd love, and rail'ſt againſt the mules. [ Exit. 
Cle. Oh coward, whatſoe er thou art to come hehind a man 
and ſtrike him before, for I faw nobody to ſhoot, and 
nevor give a man warning, oh coward; I am paid, I am pep- 
per'd; the caſe is alter'd, for any one may gueſs by the buge- 
neſs of the blow, that I am mightily in love: ay me, that any 
wench were here, whoſe name is Ay me; now cuuld I be in 
love with any Madg, though ſhe were an howlet, or with 
| any 
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any maid, though ſhe look'd like a Malkin: Oh poetry, I find 
that I am poiſon'd with thee too; for methinks I could ſay 
my prayers in blank verſe; nay let me ſee, I think I could 

rhyme for a need; — ay 
Cupid I yield, ſince foI know thy will is, 4 
And I'll go ſeek me out ſome Amarillis-. [Extt. 
| Enter PsICHE alone. 


Pf. There's at this time a combat in my ſoul, 
Whether to truſt my well-known ſiſters better, 
Or my unſeen huſband; I have aſk'd, 
Demanded, and enquired of all my train, 

This fair train that hourly waits on me, 
Yet none of them w:il tell me what he is ; 


Enter Cveiv. 


Beſides this ſolitude ta be alone, © 
Begins to grow moſt tedious, and my fears 
Do every way diſtract me. 
Cup. Why how now Pſiche ? 
Fi. Oh let mercy's eyes 
Shine on my fault. | 
Cup. Are theſe thy heaven bound vows ? 
Are all thy proteſtations gilded air? 
Haſt thou no more regard to my command, 
Or thine own faſety? 
P/i. Dear love, pardon me. 


Cup. Once more I do; and ſtill muſt pardon thee, 
And thou muſt ftill offend, {till torture me; 
Yet once again I'll try thy conſtancy: 
Thy ſiſters are at hand. 
Fſi. But gentle love, 
Shall I not ſpeak to them? | 
Cup. Yes, but I woo thee f 
To ſend them quickly hence, or they'll undo thee: 
They now are at the rock, bid the cool wind 
To pleaſe thee, bring them to the place aſſign' d. [ Exit. 


Enter Z=PHIRUs with the two SISTERS. 
P/. Ho, Zephirus, | bs 
Tell not the cauſe of your fo quick return? Sou oh 


AY 
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Ai. Pſiche we come in danger of our lives, 
To fave our ſiſter from enſuing harm. 
P.. What harm? what danger? 
Aſti. Danger imminent, 
Once you refuſed our counſel, and deny'd 
Tolet us know your huſband, or his name. 
Petre. Come let's ſec him. 
Pf. Oh, what ſhallI do ? | | 
Pet. Eſcape the danger you are fallen into. 
= You cannot ſee him. 
. Give us then his ſhape? 
jj, His ſhape, why he's a man whoſe ſnowy head 
9 on his boſom, through the weight of age. 
Ai. That cannot be; you ſaid he was a youth 
Of comely ſtature, with long flaxen hair. 
Pj. I am entrap'd. 
5g Speak, did you ever ſee your huſband? 
Why do you aſk? pray trouble me no more; 
Lake me, 5 I will fill your laps with gold. | 
Ni. Once thy gold tempted us to leave this place, 
And to betray thy life to miſery, 
It ſhall not now, did not Apollo doom 
Thy fatal marriage to ſome hiddeous beaſt; 
How juſt is Phcebus in his auguries; 
Laſt night, when we went hence laden with gold 
We ſpied a ſerpent gliding on the mead, 
Who at the ſight of us, writhing his head 
Proudly into the air, firſt hiſt at heaven, 
Becauſe it did not ſhade him from our eyes. 


Ff. How did that ſerpent vaniſh from your fight? 


Ai. In at theſe gates he roll'd: Pſiche be wiſe, 
For tho' awhile he dally with thy beauty, 
Dalling thy taſte with ſweets, thy eyes with ſhews, 
Thy ears with muſick, and ſweet lullabies, 
He will in time devour thee. 
Pf. Miſreable wretch, | 
How ſhall I fly the fate that follows me? 
Whoſe help ſhall I invoke? 
Pet. Tell us the truth, 
And we'll deviſe ſome means to ſuccour thee, 
Ef. You are my ſiſters, I confeſs to you, 
1 never ſaw his face, know not his ſhape, 


Yet 
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Vet have I touch'd his eyes, and felt his hands. 
Ofthave I kiſt his cheeks, more oft his lips: RY. 
Eyes, hands, lips, cheeks, and face ſo charm'd my tou 
That I have ſworn, ſave his, there was none ſuch; 
Yet your ſtrange ſtory makes me to ſuſpect 
That he's ſome ſerpent, for he tells me ſtill, 
To ſee his glorious ſhape, will ruin me; 
Beſides he bids me ſhun your company, 
Elſe you will breed my ſorrow; this is that 
Which troubles me. 
Ai. Hear thee my counſel; inſtantly provide 
A keen-edg'd razor, and a burning lamp; 
At night, when ſleep fits on his monſtrous eyes, 
Steal from his ſpeckled fide, ſtep to your light, 
And without fear behold his horrid ſhape, 
And with the razor cut his ſkaly throat ; 
And fo by death gain life, and he being dead, 
Pſiche ſhall to ſome king be married. 
Pet. How doth our ſiſter reliſh this deviſe? 
E,. I do embrace your counſel, and this night 
PII put the ſame in execution; | 
Come, you have made me reſolute and bold, 
| And now receive your laps o'er{ſwell'd with gold. Emt. 
Ai. Swell in thy pride, untiil thou break'ſt thy heart; 
Yet come, we'll take her larges e' er we part. Exit. 


Enter MiD As and AruLEIVUs. 


Mi. Poet no more, I have enough of Pſiche; 
Her fiſter and the ſerpent, all of them 
Moſt villanous lies, P11 prove it; and unleſs 
To pleaſe myſelf, and keep mine eyes from ſleep, 
Thou wilt let me ſhow thee ſome of our fine ſport, 
Such as we uſe here in Arcadia, 
I will endure no longer. 
Ap. Well, I am pleas'd. 
Mi. I'll ſhew thee in a dance. 
Ap, Art ſometimes mult give way to ignorance. 


A Dance. 


Enter Pax, CLowN, SwAINS, and COUNTRY W ENCHBs- 
| ; They dance, and exit. | ee 
Mi. Was not this ſport indeed? 4+: 
| 4s. 
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Ap. My modeſty gives thee no reprehenſion, 
For I am well pleaſed with your paſtoral mirth; 
But as thou had'it a power over mine eyes, 
To fit it out with patience; ſo lend me 
Thine attentive cars. 
Mi. Firſt clear thy abſurdities, | 
Nay, groſs ones too; here Pſiche lies abominably, 
And ſays ſhe has two huſbands, the one young, 
The other old: How canſt thou anſwer this:? 
Ap. Though thy vain doubts be moſt familiar 
To theſe judicious hearers, well experienc'd, 
As well in matters moral as divine; 
To thee I'll make it plain. 
Mi. I prithee do. | 
Ap. Did Pſiche lie to ſay ſhe had two loves? 
How like art thou to Pſiche, ſhe to thee. 
Mi. To me! I ſcorn her likeneſs.  * 
Ap. In this point thou art, | 
For rather than thy ſiſters ſhall grow angry, 
To make earth's droſs pleaſures ſtay for thee, 
Thou wilt exclaim with Pſiche, Cupid's young; 
The joys of heaven are all too young, too little 
To be believ'd, or look'd at; if that fail, 
Thou with the ſoul wilt ſay, my love is old, 
Divine delights are crooked like old age, 
Who will not vow, ſpeak, nay, ſwear any thing, 
To have their vain delights ſerv'd like a king. 
Mi. Tis pretty, but your ecchoes pleas'd me beſt; 
Oh if a man had ſeen them. | Eh 
Ap. With a mortal eye none can; in them is hid this myſtery; 
Celeſtial raptures, that to allure the ſight, 5 
Are ſeen no more than voices being on high, 
Subject unto no weak and fleſhly eye. 
Mi. But why did Cupid hide himſelf from Pſiche ? 
Ap. Oh, who dares pry into thoſe myſteries 
That heaven would have conceal'd; for this ſhe's charg'd 
Not to ſee Cupid's face, to ſhun her ſiſters. 
Mi. Thoſe gatding girls, what didſt thou mean by them? 
Ap. The reſtleſs ſins that travel night and day, ; 
Envying her bliſs, the ſweet foul to betray. | 
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Mi. Well, by this little I conceive the reſt, 
] care not greatly if I ſtay it out, uy 
But if not lik'd, I'll either ſleep or flout. 
Ap. So will not theſe, I hope before they view 
What horrid dangers Cupid's bride purſue. [ Exeunt, 


AGTH. SCENE E® 
| Enter PsichE in Night Attire, with a Lamp and a Razor. 
Hſi. Time's eldeſt daughter, Night, mother of eaſe, 


Thou gentle nurſe, that with ſweet Jullabies, 
Care-waking hearts to gentle ſlumber charm'ſt; 
Thou ſmooth-cheek'd negro Night, the black ey'd Queen 
That rid'ſt about the world on the ſoft Backs | 
Of downy ravens fleek and ſable plumes, 
And from thy chariot, ſilent darkneſs flings ; 
In which man, beaſt, and bird inveloped, 

Takes their repoſe and reſt : Pſiche intreats thee, 
No jar nor ſound betray her bold attempt : 

— [Cup diſcovered ſleeping on a Bed. 

Soft ſilken vail that curtains in my doubt, 
Give way to theſe white hands, theſe jealous eyes 
Sharp knife prepar'd for a red ſacrifice ; 
Bright lamp conduct me to my love or hate, 
Make me this night bleſt or unfortunate: 
Wonderous amazement ! what do I behold? 
A bow and quiver, theſe thafts tip'd with gold, 
With ſilver this, this ſluggiſh arrow's head 
Is like my heavy heart, compos'd of lead; 
Such weapons Citherea's ſon doth bear, 
Pliche were happy if this Cupid were: 
Malicious fiſters, I your envy ſee; 
This is no ſerpent, but a deity: | 
What pretty loves, like ſilken ſlumbers lie, 
Cloſing the covers of each chryital eye; 
Hence thou prepared inſtrument of death, 
W hilſt Pſiche ſucks new life from his ſweet breath: 
Churl beauty, beauteous niggard, thus UI! chide, 
Why didſt thou from _— eyes this glory hide? p > 
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Ah me, thou envious light, what haſt thou done? 
Cup. Immortal powers, oh ſuccour Venus' ſon ; | 
What helliſh hag hath dropt this ſcalding oil 
On love's celeſtial ſhape? - 
Pi. T' was Pliche's hand. 
Cup. How durſt thou violate my dread command? 
Venus, my mother, bid me make thee doat 
On ſome baſe groom ; and I left her and heaven, 
And with mine owa dart, wounded my own breaſt; 
For all theſe favours, would'ſt thou murder me ? 
Pſi. Let my weak ſex plead for my great offence, 
Cup. No, for thy ſake, this Plague purſue thy ſex; 
You ſhall have appetites, and hot defires, 
Which though ſupply'd, ſhall ne'er be ſatisfied : 
You ſhall be ſtill rebellious, like the Sea, 
And like the winds inconſtant; things forbid 
You moſt ſhall covet, loath what you ſhould like; 
You ſhall be wiſe in wifhes, but enjoying, 
Shall venture heaven's loſs for a little toying. 
Ho, Zephirus. | 


Enter Zeynirus. 


Pf. What will my dear love do? 

Cup. Hence, touch me not, I'll be no more thy love: 
Diſcharge my ſervants. from this fairy vale, 
Reſign thy office to the boiſtrous north, 
Bid famine ride upon his frozen wings, 
Till they be blaſted with his poiſonous breath; 
Mulick, be turn'd to horror, ſmiles to tzars, 
Pleaſures to ſhrieks, felicit y to fears. 

Fi. Why do you plague the place for my . 

Cup. Why for thy ſiſters ſake ſought'ſt thou my hate ? 
But I will be reveng'd on them and thee, 
On them, for thy = :Y on thyſelf for me. 

P.. For pity hear poor Pſiche. 

Cup. No, away. 

P/i. ] have no way but yours; which way you fly, 
I'll hang upon your wings, or fall and die. 

Cup: Soon ſhalt thou leave thy hold; run Zephirus. 


A Storm, Enter BoRt as. 
Fetch Boreas—Art thou come my Aquilon? 
Boreas, I charge thee by Ocithias love, 
+. 4 
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Lay waſte and barren this fair flow ry grove, . 

And make this paradiſe a den of ſnakes ; 5 

For I will have it uglier than hell, 

And none but ghaſtly ſcreech-ow!s here ſhall dwell ; 

Breath winter ſtorms upon the bluthing cheeks 

Of beauteous Pſiche; with thy boiſter-us breath, 

Rend off her ſilks, and cloath her in torn rags; 

Hang on her loa h'd locks baſe deformity, 

And bear her to her father, leave her there, 

| Barren of comfort, great with child of fear; 

Pſiche farewell, whilſt thou with woes art crown'd 

I muſt go gather helps to cure my wound, Fxit. 
Pſi, With woes indeed; thoſe wretches live in woe, 


Whom love forlakes, and Pſiche muſt do ſo. 
Exount with a great am. 


Enter CLown, AMARILLIS, and SWAINS. 


Cle. Do you hear the news, you animals ? 

I Swa. Is it worth the hearing ? 

Clo. A queſtion well aſd, for it is muſical news, and 
therefore worth your ears: Apollo being call'd by Venus 
from heaven, hath ever ſince kept Admetus his ſheep, with 
whom Pan meeting, they fell into contention, whether his 
Pipe or Apollo's harp could yield the better muſick, and which 
withall could ſing the beſt; come then my Gat Amarillis, 
and take thy place amongſt the reſt, for this is the day of the 
trial, and amongſt others, I heard my father Midas ſay, that 
all other buſineſs ſet a part, he wculd be at it; but there is 
one miſchief late happened. | 

1 Swa. What's that I prithee ! ? 

Clo. Pan hath got a cold, is hoarſe, and hath loſt his voice, 
and therefore hath choſe me to ſing in his place; and Phoebus 
becauſe he will take no advantage, hath pick'd out one of his 
pages to do the like for him; therefore come, make a lane, for 
by chis time they are upon their entrance. | 
I Stoa. But is it poſſible, that Pan's pipe dare contend 
with Apollo's harp ? 

Clo. Yes that it is poſſible, blind harper, and that my wind- 
pipe ſhall prove; make room, and get you all out of the liſts 
fave I, that am to be one of the combatants, 
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A Flouriſh. Enter ApoOLLo, PAN, ApmeTUs, PETREA, 
ASTIOCHE, their two HUSBANDs, and MIDAS. 


Pan. Who ſhall be judge? 
Apo. Admetus. 
Ad. Sacred Apollo, great Pan pardon me; 
It is a cunning much beyond my {kill, 
Therefore I humbly crave to be excus'd. 
Apo. Admetus, for thy hoſpitality, 
Phoebus will be thy friend, and give thee leave 
In this to uſe thy dee 
Pan. What thinks Phoebus 
Of Midas, once of men, now king of beaſts ? 
Apo. No beiter man, ſo pleaſe him undertake it. | 
Mi. Yes Phoebus, Midas will, and though poor Marſias, 
For ſtriving with thee had his thin. pulPd ot, 
Yet have we Swains, and ſome too not far off 
J could have ſaid, ſome near to me in blood, 
Can tickle you for a tone. 
Clo. Meaning me, and I will ſet out a throat, 
Apo. Is this thy champion: 
Pan. Yes, and who's for thee? | 
Apo. One of my minutes, hours, days, weeks, or months, 
Or years, or ſeaſons, that ſtill wait on us, 


And have done ever ſince the firſt of time; : 


Not one to come amils. 
Mi. Who ſhall begin! 
Ad. Moſt voices. 
All. Apollo, Apollo. | 
Clo. No matter though his champion begin, let me alone 


to come up with the cataſtrophe. 
All. Silence, ſilence. 


60-43 * 


Phcebus unto thee we fing, 

Oh thou great Idalian Ting, 
Thou the god of phyſick art, 

Of Poetry and Archery; 

We ſing unto thee with a heart, 
Devoted to thy deity: 

All bright glory crown thy head, 


Thou 
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Thou ſovereign of all piety, 

W hoſe golden beams and rays are ſhed 
As well upon the poor as rich, 

For thou alike regardeſt each; 
Phoebus unto thee we ling, 

Oh thou great Idalian king. 


Mi. J marry this was ſomewhat to th? purpoſe 
I needs muſt fay *twas pretty, but good Pan, 
Now let us hear your champion? 


Pan. Come, ſtand forth? 


SONG. 


Clown. Thou that art call'd the bright Hiperion, 
Wert thou more ſtrong than Spaniſh Gerion, 


That had three heads upon one man, 
Compare not with our great god Pan. 


They call thee ſon of bright Latona, 
But girt thee in thy torrid zona, 

Sweat, haſte and broil, as beſt thou can, 
Thou art not like our Dripping Pan. 


What cares he for the great god Neptune, 


With all the broath that he is kept in: 
Vulcan or Jove, he ſcorns to bow to, 
To Hermes, or the infernal Pluto. 


Then thou that art the heavens bright eye, 


Or burn, or ſcorch, or boil, or fry, 
Be thou a god, or be thou man, 
Thou art not like our Frying Pan, 


They call thee Phcebus, god of day, 


Years months, weeks, hours of March and 


Bring up thy army in the van, 
We'll meet thee with our Pudding Pan. 


Thyſelf in thy bright chariot ſettle, 
With ſkillet arm'd, braſs pot or kettle, 
With jug, black-pot, with glaſs or can, 
No talking to our Warming Pan. 


May ; 


— — 


Thou 
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Thou haſt thy beams, thy brows to deck, 


Thou haſt thy Daphne at thy beck: 
Pan hath his horns, Sirnix, and Phillis, 


And I Pan's ſwain, my Amarillis. 


Ad. You Midas have heard both; theſc only wait 
Your juſt and upright ſentence. 
Mi. Is Phebus pleafed ? 


Ap. Pleaſed. 
Mi. And is Pan content, 


Pan. Content. 


Claw. Now if my father can but cenſure as well as 1 ſing, 


the town's ours. 
Mi. Yes SON, I can, and that moſt learnedly : 


T by Harp to Pan's Pipe, yield good Phoebus, 


For 'tis not now as in Diebus 
Illis, Pan all the year we follow, 
But ſemel in anno ridet Apollo, 
Thy quiriſter cannot come near 
The voice of this our Chanticleer, 

Then leave off theſe thy burning rays 
And give to Pan the prick and praiſe, | 
Thy colour change, look pale and wan, 

In honour of the great god Pan. 


All. A "TTX a ſentence, a Pan, a Pan. 

2. Henceforth be all your rural muſick ſuch, 
Made out of Tinker's Pans, and Kettle-drums; 
And never henceforth may your fields be grac'd 
With the ſweet muſick of Apollo's lyre : 
Midas for thee, may thy ears longer grow, 

As ſhorter ſtill thy judgment, dulneſs, and dotage, 
Be only govern'd with thoſe reverend hairs ; 

I. et all like thee, that as they grow in time, | 
Decay in knowledge, have that old man's curſe, 
To be twice children: for thy ſqueaking ſon, 
May all thy ſtate thou leav*ſt him at thy death, 

Be to ſing ballads through Arcadia, 

And them to the like tunes ; farewell Admetus, 
My muſick lies unqueſtion'd, what's amiſs 

ls not in us, but in their ignorance; 
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Thus undiſparag'd, Phcebus leaves the place, | 
And with them to ſucceſſion, my diſgrace. Exit. 
Ad. Phabus is gone diſpleas'd. 
Pan. Still may he be ſo. 
Ai. Midas I'm ſure has judg'd with equity. 


A Storm. Enter PSICHE and BOREAS. 


Cloe. But ſee father, ſee god Pan, if in revenge, he hath not 
ent a bluſtering wind to blow us all hence; *tis Boreas tis 
Boreas. 
Pan. Come Midas, come ſwains, till the Aces be paſt, 
Let us aw ay to ſhelter. Exeunt. 
P /i. Where art thou Pſiche, how art thou deform'd ? 
What air affords thee breath? What men be thele ? 
Where ſhall I hide me; let no human eye 
Behold me thus disfigured, and aſham'd : 
My father, brothers, and my ſiſters too, 
That wrought my fall, what ſhall poor Pſiche do? 
Ad. What bare anatomy of grief is this, 
That glads mine ear with found of Pſiche's name? 
P/i. Tis her own tongue, the herald of her ſhame ; 
Father Admetus, fiſters, pity me. 
Ad. Thou art no child of mine. 
Ai. Spurn her away, 
"T's ſome infectious trumpet, and her breath 
Will blaſt our checks; her ſight is worſe than death. 
Pſi. ] did not uſe you thus, nor ſpurn you back, 
When on the nimble wings of Zephirus, 
You were tranſported into cupid's vail 
Your entertainment then deſery'd more right, 
Then like a dog, thus urn me from your hight; 
Siſters. 
Petr. Out hag, we ſcorn thy ſiſterhood. 
Pſi. Vou ſcorn me too; nay then at laſt I ok 
Pride will not look on baſe deformity : 


Father Admetus pity wretched Pſiche. 12 kneels. 


Ad. Out impudence; if once again thy tongue 
Mangle the reputation of my girl 
I'll have it ſtraight torn out, hence with th'impoſtor. 
Pſi. Us'd like a dog, and by a father's doom, 
Dragg'd from his preſence, how am I transform'd ? + 
hs try my brothers next, upon my knees, 
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Zel. Depart the place, for me, I know thee not. 
Pf. Oh me how quickly wretches are forgot? 
Me. Wretched away. | 
Pſi. Away; all cry away, 
Baſeneſs and pride in one place cannot ſtay : 
Aſtioche, kind ſiſter, for old loves, 
Reſolve my father that I am his child: 
Put him in mind of Pheœbus oracle, 
And leaving me upon the barren rock; 
Remember how you came unto my bower, 
And how my ſervant fill'd your laps with gold; 
And laſt, remember how by your advice, 
I made attempt to ſtrike my huſband dead, 
As he was ſleeping, do you know me now)? 
Thence grew my miſery. 
Ati. Yes fool, and my great heart 
Joys in thy fall: and father, now I better 


Survey her, my mind gives me this is Pſiche. 


Petr. I am of her thought too, and yet much wonder, 


How ſuch a beauty ſhould be fo deform'd. 


Ad. None ſhall perſuade me to 't; ſhe's none of mine 
That tells me I have any part in her. 


| Recorders. Cupid deſcends. 


Cup. Admetus ſtay, chide thy conceit, it offers wrong 
unto thy daughter Pſiche. | 
Pi. Oh what heavenly tongue 
Will once vouchſafe to ſound poor Pſiche's name, 
Torn with diſgrace, doubly expos'd to ſhame ? 
Cup. Pſiche, his tongue, whoſe charge hadſt thou obey'd, 
Thy proſperous ſtate had not been ſo betray'd; 
Nor hadſt thou been a ſubject to that ſhame 
Which now attends thee. - 
Pfi. Cupid, my dear lord, 
Pardon my guilt, have pity on my ſorrow ? 
Cup. I cannot, no I dare not, heaven and earth, 
The deſtinies, and all th' immortal powers, 
Have with the iron pen of fate, writ down 
Thy certain pain; did I not give thee charge, 
To taſte the pleaſures of immortal love, 
But not to wade too deep in myſtery ? 


Could not my heavenly company ſuffice 4 
0 
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Io cheer the ſoul? but thou with earthly eyes 
Muſt ſee my face ; and view my real beauty, 

Againſt my charge, thy love, and human duty. 
F. I do intreat. | 

Cup. Ariſe, kneel not to me; 
But thank thy ſiſters, they apparell'd thee 

In that diſtraQful ſhape; Pſiche farewell, | 
I'll mourn in heaven, to ſee thy pains in hell. 

| [ Cupid aſcends. 

Ad. Poor miſerable child; inſtead of tears, Y 
My heart weeps blood; I am confounded quite: 
I have three daughters, thou of all the reſt, 
Had'ſt in my true conception's greateſt ſhare, 
For which I call'd thee Pſiche, that's the ſoul, 
For as my ſoul I lov'd thee ; now I abjure 
All intereſt in thy birth ; hence from my court ! 
My hand ſhall ne'er lay bleſſing on thy head, 
Nor my tongue grace thee with a daughter's name; 
J hou art not mine, but the baſe birth of ſhame. 

P/i. Oh, whether ſhall a wretch convert her eyes, 
Wen her own father ſhall her tears deſpiſe? 


Enter MERCURY, 


Mer. Attend Arcadians, : 
The proclamation of the Paphian queen. 
Ad. When Hermes ſpeaks, we are bound to all attendance. 
Mer, Oh yes, if any can bring Pſiche unto Venus. 
Ai. Pſiche, whom you are ſent to ſeek, ſtands there. 
Mer. Then here ends Mercury's commiſſion: 41 
Pſiche, in Venus's name, I do arreſt thee, 
For wrongs to her and Cupid. | 
_- ...Pþ. I abey | 

Your high arreſt, and with an humble ſuit, 
Proſtrate myſelf to Citheria's wrath ; | 
Where's angry Venus? 

Mer. Frantick in this grove, 

Mourning Adonis's death, — and here ſhe comes. 


Enter Venus. | 


Ven. Accurſed bow, why didſt thou not defend him ? 
He ſhall not die, Adonis ſtill ſhall live; 


Apollo, gentle Phœbus, mount thy chariot | 
* | 8 N : And 
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And in his cold breaſt breath celeſtial fire, 
For all earth's fi mples cannot cure his wound; 
Or if he muſt expire, command the Mufes 
To give my love immortal memory: 
Haſt thou found Pſiche? oh that in this rage, 
I could but now forget her. 
Mer. See where ſhe ſtands, 
With downcaſt eyes, and weak up-heaved hatids 
Ven. Juſt of my height, ſtate, and my proportion; 
And were her priſtine beauty lent her back, 
Might in the rabbles judgment rival me: 
Strumpet, prophaner of our ſacred rights, 
How haſt thou wrong'd me, and abus'd my ſon? 
By aiming at my honour and his life. 
Pj. Dread Paphian queen, for lovely Cupid's ſake, 
And this rich burthen in my wretched womb, 
Pity poor Pſiche. : 
Ven. Haſt thou play'd the ftrumpet, 
And for thy ſin's ſake, muſt I partlon thee? 
No, that alone hath made me mercilefs. [Venus beats her, 
Pf. Help me, dear father, ſiſters, Mercury. 
Ag. I dare not ſpeak for thee. 5 
Ai. Nor 1. | | 
Petre. Nor 1. SO 
Pfi. Poor Pſiche born unto adverſity. * 
Mer. Be not fo bitter madam, for his fake, 
By whom you are made a gtandam. 
Vin. I prove a grandam, to a ſtrumpet's brat? 
Go Mercury, and from fome garner fetch 
Five meaſures of five ſeveral ſorts of grain; 
Diſpatch it Hermes, 
Mer. What will Venus do? 
Ven. Thou fhalt know better when thou back return 't. 
[Exit Mercury. 
You are young Venus, and the queen of love, ; 
That had th' ambition to be Cupid's wife, 
And marry with a god ; ho, Boreas, 
Since Mercury is flack in his return, 
Wind her inticing locks about thy arm, 
And toſſing her looſe carcaſe in the air, 
Fling it into the boſom of ſome ſtorm, 
And grind her bones to powder in the fall, 


Ph. Pity me cans father plead for me, | | 
Enter 
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Enter Mixcuxv with grain. 
Ven. Tis well done Hermes, haſt thou brou ght the grain 
Mer. I have. 


Ven, Then minion, here's your taſks, 
Look on all theſe ; ſee, thus I mingle them. 


' 


Ph. And what muſt miſerable Pliche do? 
Pen. To ſeveral heaps, with thine own hands divide 
Each ſeveral ſeed ere the ſun kiſs the weſt, + ods 


Or look for death ; go, and when that is done, 
J ride to Paphos and enlarge my ſon, 
Whom yet I keep cloſe priſoner in my cloſet, [ Exit. 
Ad. Piiche adieu, none can reverſe thy dcom. EE 
Ajii. Not J. 
Mene. Nor we. [Exit all but Mercury and N. 
Pj. 1 wiſh the earth my tomb. 
er. Take patience Pſiche, and be comforted, 
Fi. Comfort, alas, what comfort can ſhe find 
W hoſe father and dear friends prove ſo unkind, _ * + 
Mer. For Cupid's ſake, who for thy love, now wear? 
A pair of golden ſhackles on his heels: 
This Mercury will do, fly hence to Paphos, 
And fetch him from his late impriſonment, 
Then tell him of his mother's tyranny, 
That done, we two will teach thee, without pain, 
In ſeveral heaps how to divide this grain. [ Exount, 


Enter MiDas and APULEIUS. 


- 0; And where have I been think'ſt thou Apuleius, 
Did'ſt thou not miſs me? 
Yes, 1 did not fleep as thou did'ſt in thy judgment. 
42 Then 1 prac 7 8 * 
Thou know'ſt how 1 maintain'd our rural muten 
Pieferring it before Apollo's harp. 
Ap. Yes, and by that infer thou art all earthly, 
Nothing celeſtial in thee. 
Afi. All's one for that; now for your moral. 
Ap. Wilt thou ſtay it out? 
Mi. No, *tis too dull, 
Unleſs thou'lt quicken me with ſome conceit, 
Thy Pſiche's ſadneſs hath made me ſo heavy, 
1 hat Morpheus fteals upon me. 
Ap. What would'ſt thou ſee? | 
E 2 Vi. 


- 8 - 


- 
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Mi. Thy little Cupid I like pretty well, 
And would ſee ſomething elſe what he can do, 
More than belongs to Pſiche. 

Ap. Well, to keep thee awake, 
I'll ſhew thee now love's contrarieties, 
Which was more then my promiſe. 


A Dancs. 


Enter a King and a Beggar, a Young-man and an Old-wiman, 
a Lean man, a Fat woman. Dance, and exit. 


Mi. I marry, this was ſomewhat like indeed; 
Here's young and old, here's fat and lean; the beggar and 
the king; | 
Love hath power over all. 
But to your moral now; why comes your Pſiche 
With a ſharp razor, anda burning lamp, 
To murder Cupid; then he wakes and chafes, 
And flings the houſe out at windows, was't not ſo? 
Ap. I'll tell thee; ſhe, charm'd by her ſiſters tongues, 
Thinks her fair love a ſerpent, and grown mad, 
Would murder Cupid, tear even Jove from heaven ; 
Yet note the greatneſs of celeſtial mercy ; 
One glimpſe, one lamp, one ſpark, one divine thought 
Plucks back her arm, and more inflames her breaſt 
With amorous raptures ; but becauſe poor ſoul, 
She aim'd to ſearch forbidden myſteries 
Her eyes are blaſted, Cupid loaths her fight, 
He leaves her ugly, and his bleſſed bower 
Is rent in pieces: For heaven ſeems to fall 
When our poor ſouls turn diabolical. | | 
Mi. For that *twixt Pan and Phœbus, I know beſt, 
For I was there an umpire ; but reſolve me ; 
Why left he Pſiche when ſhe loſt his love, 
Yet mourn'd when ſhe was left of all her friends? 
Ap. All bid the wretched ſoul run to deſpair, 
When lep'rous ſin deforms her, but even then, 
When the gods hate her; when ſhe's ſcorn'd of men, 
_ Cupid hangs in the air; his divine eyes 
Shed tears for her, comforts her miſeries. 
Mi. Yet he forſook her too. = 
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Ap. Till Pſiche be made fair, and angel white, 
She's not to ſtand in Cupid's glorious ſight. 
Ai. Well, I am anſwer'd. 
Ap. For thy part Midas, 
Laugh, ſleep, or flout, nay ſnarl, and cavil too; 
Which none of theſe here met I hope will do. [ Exeunt. 


— — ——— — — 
.* 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter VULCAN, 


Vil. Within here, ho Pirackmon, when you knave? 
Take in Adonis quiver, and his bow, 
And hang them up in Venus armory, 
By Mars his gantlet, and Achilles ſword: 
Ha, ha, ha, I laugh until my ſides be ſore, 
For joy that my wive's dandiprat is dead 
And now my Cyclops lay't on luſtily ; 5 
There's half a hundred thunder-bolts beſpoak, 
Which argues that the world is full of ſin; 
Neptune hath broke his mace, and Juno's coach 
Muſt be new mended, and the hindmoſt wheels 
Muſt have two ſpokes ſet in; Phoebus fore-horſe 
Muſt have two new ſhoes, calk'd, and one remove; 
Pan's ſheep hook muſt he mended ſhortly too, 
Ply it of all hands, we have much to do. 


1 CicLoe, from within. 


Ci. Maſter, here's one of Ceres huſbandmen 
Would have a plowſhare, and a ſithe new ground. 
Jul. New ground, new alter'd, he ſhall ſtay his turn; 
We ſhall deceive the gods and goddeſſes, 
For a plow-jogging hind. | 
2 Ci. Here's Mercury to have his caduces mended, 
Hul. He ſhall ſtay. | 
3 Ci. Here's Ganimede, 
To hare his maſter's hunting-nag new ſhod ; 
And Mars his lacky, with a broken gorget. 
4 Ci. And here's a clown for hob- nails. 
Ful. Here's the devil and all; 


E 3 What 


But he and I ſent forth the toiling ants, 
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What would they have me do? I toil and moil 
Worſe than a mill-horſe, ſcarce have kept a minute 


This fortnight, and odd days; I have not time 


To fit and eat: But I'll give over all, 

And live upon my wife as others do; 

They ſay ſhe hath good takings; ere ÞlI endure it, 
J will do any thing; when I was made a ſmith, 


Would I had been a bear-ward. * 


4 Ci. What ſhall we do firſt? 
Vul. Why firſt go hang yourſelves; 
I keep a dozen journeymen at leaſt, 
Beſides my Cyclops and my prentices, 
Yet *twill not fadge; I think my little boy 
Cupid muſt blow the bellows, and my wife 
Venus muſt leave her trade, and turn ſhe-ſmith, 


Viet *twould ſcarce quit the coſt ; ſhe'd ſpend me more 


In nectar and ſweet-balls to ſcower her cheeks, 
Smudg'd and beſmear'd with cole-duft and with ſmoak, 
Than all her work would come to; 

Bur ſoft, what ſhackled run away is this? 


Enter Cueid in Fetters. 


Why how now Cupid ? 
Cup. Crawling ſoftly to you, 
You are my dad, and l am come tò ſee you, 
Vul. How came you out of credit with your mother ? 
Cup. Aſk me how I crept into credit rather. 
For do you ſee fir, thus the matter ſtands, 
I am indebted, and thus enter'd bands 
To be forth coming. | | 
Fil. Y'are a young whore-maſter; about your wench 
I have heard all; but where's your mother now? 
Cup. Binding up myrtles for Adonis tomb, 
Whom ſhe hath now turn'd to a hyacinth? 
Vul. And what's become of Pſiche, where is ſhe ? 
Cup. 1 parted but even now with Mercury, 
Whoſtold me that my mother. had enjoin'd her 
To part five incaſures of commixed grain 
It te five heaps, which ſeem'd impoſſible 


Who like ſo many earneſt labourers, 
Did it with eaſe, for they were numberleſs: 


Then 
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Then with his cunning, having pick'd the lock 

Of Venus cloſet door he ſet me free, 
And I am come dear father, to intreat 
To file off theſe my bolts. | 

Pl. Cupid I dare not, Venus gave me charge 
Not to take off thy ſhackles. 

Cup. Father, ſweet honey, ſugar-eandy dad, 
Indeed, indeed you ſhall. + 
Vu. This cologing wag . 
Will not be anſwered : come ſet up your leg; 
Venus will ſole me by the ears for this. 

Cup. No, no, | warrant you. 


| Eater Psi ch with a Viol. 
Vl. So now tis done, th'art free; but who comes bere? 
She's angry ſure, for ſee how big ſhe looks ? 
What a great breadth ſhe bears; methinks a woman 
Becomes no ornaments ſhe wears fo well, | 
As a great- belly; therefore tis much pity, 
They ſhould want things, to make them look ſo pretty. 
Ei. Unhappy Pfiche, Venus moſt obdure, 
And never ſatiate with my endleſs cares, 
When by the helps of filly labouring ants, 
J had ended the firſt taſk, her cruelty 
Binds me to worſe diſaſter. 
Cup. Once my love, 
Hadſt thou been true to Cupid, not the leaſt. 


Of all theſe evils had aflaulted thee; * | 1 


And till my mother's anger be appeas'd, 

I dare do nothing; Yet for our firſt love's ſake, 
Make me acquainted with thy ſecond taſk, 
And as I may be ſure, I'll further it. 

E,. Let my lips kiſs this earth whereon you tread, 
In low ſubmiſſion ; for her late injunction, 
Tranſcends all human poſſibility : 
This viol I muſt fill at that ſpring-head, 
From whence Cocitus flows, that fearful ſtream, 
Which feeds the river ſtyx. 

Cup. Be advis'd by me, 
Not far from Tenerus, whoſe barren top 
Is crown'd with clouds of ſmoak, their lies a mead, 
O'ergrown with oſyers, bryers, and ſycomores, 


In 


— ae EI, 2 
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In this Jove's eagle (on whoſe duſky wings, 
Ganimede flew to heaven) obſcures himſelf 
From jealous Juno's wrath ; enquire him out, 
Tell him thy grief, and that thou cam'ſt from me, 

| From this hard taſk he will deliver thee. 

* Ei. Thanks glorious deity, upon my knees, 

1 Preſt down with this rich burthen of thy love, 

4 I beg that you will mediate *twixt my errors, 

'Þ And your ſtern mother's wrath. 

Þ Cup. Well get thee gone, 

| Tis J will front her indignationwn. [Exit P/iche. 

Enter PAN and VENus. | | 


1 Pan. This way he run with ſhackles on his heels, 
l And ſaid he would toVulcan: Oh but ſee | 


Where he ſtands cogging with him. 
Yen. Now you run-away, | 
You diſobedient, thou unhappy wag, 
Where be the golden fetters I left you bound in? 
Cup. True, for my good behaviour, but you ſee 
My bands are cancell'd, and your ſon ſet free. | 
Ven. I'll whip you for't, with nettles ſteept in wine. 
Cup. So you'll nettle me, and I muſt ſmart for't; 
But when your own flames burn, and you deſire 
W ith him, or him, to glut your appetite, 
Then geatle Cupid, then, my pretty ſon, 
My love, my dear, my darling, and what not, 
*Till you have had your will. 
Yin. With his flattering tongue, 
He ſtill prevents my anger: but for thee, 
6 As crooked is thy manners as thy ſhape; = 
i T thought, great fool, youdurſt not harbour him, 
Yul. No more | did, ſweet wife. | 
Cup. Sweet mother queen, buſs my black dad, for al 
if that he hath done, | | 
= - Was love to you, and kindneſs to your ſon. 
1 Vul. Speak for me Pan, as ere thou hop'ſt to have 
it Thy broken hook well mended. 
8 | Pan. When canſt tell? | . 
is tell thee, I muſt firſt have beſides that, 
A dozen of branding-irons to mark my flock, 


. | S . : 
(The time draws near, ſheep-ſhearing 1s at hand) 
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Beſides, two of my ſatyrs falling out 
Ahout a lamb, one of them burſt his horn, 
It muſt be tip'd too; thou art well acquainted 
With tipping horns. 
Vul. Ha! horns, with horns, how's that? 
Pan. Nay aſk your wife, I cannot ſpeak of horns, 
But ſtill you take the laſt word to yourſelf, 
For Venus makes, and Vulcan wears, 
And Vulcan takes, and Venus bears. 
Jul. Vulcan wear horns? 
Ven. No ſweet-heart, you miſtake, : 
Pan is the forked god, with horns was born, 
And ever fince, his tongue runs of the horn. 
Pan. Speak, ſhall I have my ſheephook and thoſeirons? 
Vul. Yes Pan, you ſhall, 
But yet thoſe horns have ſtruck deep to my heart. 
Pan. Take heed they grow not upward to your head, 
And tipping Barts — brows wear horns indeed. 


Enter Psic EHI. 


But who comes here? Vulcan is this your wench ? 
T*hadft beſt look to him Venus. 
. Like your obedient ſervant, that lays down 
Her life and labour at her Miftre(”s feet, 

So comes poor Pſiche, held between the arms 
Of fear and duty; fear diſheartening me, 
Would pluck me back, but duty being more ſtrong 
Bids me go forward, bending my weak knee 
Before the ſhrines of ſacred majeſty; 
Accept ray ſervice, who to gain your grace, 
Would yield myſelf to aſhy death's embrace. 
- Yen, Is this that water of th' infernal lake? 

P/i. This is that water whoſe infectious torrent 
Runs from Cocitus, into Flegiton, 
Infernal Styx, and the black Acheron, 
Dear goddefs. 

Ven. Art thou not a fawning counterfeit? 
Firſt I employ'd thee to divide my grain, 
A taſk impoſſible for mortal hands, 
This ſecond as more hard, and yet 'tis done. 

& Thou 
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Thou work'ſt by forcery ; but no damn'd ſpell 
Shall keep me from my wrath, thy ſoul from hell. | 

Yul.' Venus, ſweet mouſe, nay, prythee do not chide; 
Forgive, as J forgive thee. | oO 

Ven. Polt-foor, peace. 

Cup. Sweet mother Jet your hire be moliſied, 
Since for her fault ſhe hath endur'd this pain, 
Baniſh all hate and make her bleſt again. | 

Ven. Again I charge thee not to ſpeak for her: 
Once more I'll try thee further, ſince thy heart 
Is wedded to ſuch helliſh ſorcery; | 
Hie to Proſerpina, the black-brow'd queen, 

I'll ſend thee on my embaſly to hell, | 

Tell her that ſickneſs, with her aſhy hand, 

Hath ſwept away the beauty from my checks, 

And I defire her ſend me ſome of hers ; 

Fetch mea box of beauty then from hell, 1 
That's thy laſt Jabours: urge not a reply, 8 
Do my command and live, refuſe, and die. 

Cup. For my ſake, my beſt mother, pity her. 

Fen, For thee I hate her, and for her hate thee» 

Pan. Nay gentle Venus, be more merciful, 

For her great belly's ſake. | 
Ven. For that alone, 
P11 hate you all, till ſhe be fled and gona. 
Ps, Then go I muſt, and going ne'er return; 
Oh Cupid, my inconſtancy to thee, 
Is cauſe of this my endleſs miſery, E 
Cup. Witharaw thee Pliche till the reſt be gone, 
Anon 1i*ll ſpeak with thee, | Exit P/iche. 


Euter MERCURY. 


Mer. Venus, Vulcan, Crpid, and god Pan, 
I ſummon you to appcar at Cere's plain, 
To entertain the fair Proſerpina. | 
For whom I now am ſent; I muſt to hell 


About Jove's embaſsy. Venus farewell. Enit. 
Ven. Hermes farewell, we'll meet at Ceres' plenteous 
court? ; - Rs 


Come Cupid, follow me. 
g | Pan. 
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pan, Vulcan cannot go. | 
l. Ves, but 'tis beſt to keep behind a ſhrew. 
Pan. Then put her in before, on Venus, go. 
. Exit all but Cupid. 
Cup. Pſiche approach, but do not come too near, 
That pride thou haſt already bought too dear. 


Enter PSICRHE. 


Pji. Oh pity Pſiche, ſhe is ſent to hell. 
Cup, It is the ſound of hell wakes pity's eye. 

Elſe I had left thee to more miſery ; | 

My love's not done, thovgh thou art quite undone, 

Unleſs I arm thee againſt the darts of death, | 

Which hell aims at thee. 

Pj, Let thy ſacred breath 
Cup. Wound me no more with words, for they but 
grieve me! | | 

Now mark what on thy journey ſhall relieve thee : 

Firſt, hie thee to the banks of Acheron, 1 

Thou can'ſt not miſs the way, 'tis broad and worn 

With trampling of ten thouſand paſſengers, 

There ſhalt thou find hell's churliſh ferry-man, 

His name is Charon, there's to pay his hire, 

Take heed thou loſe it not, for doing ſo, 

He'll beat, and leave thee on the ſhore of woe; 
Being ferried over, thou ſhalt ſpy hell gates, 
Thou need'ſt not knock, they are open night and day, 

Give Cerberus a ſop and paſs away 2 

PEV. And what's that Cerberus? 
Cup. Porter of hell, | $6 R 

Who muſt at thy return be brib'd again; 

My great deſire to help thee, hinders thee, 

1 could have told thee when in Charon's barge, 

Thou art waiting o'er the dreadful waves of Styx, 

An aged man, with a pale countenance, 

His name's Oblivion, ſwimming in the flood, 

Will heave his wither'd arms, and cry help, help, 

Save me from drowning ; ſtretch nor. forth thy hand, 

For if thou doſt, thou ne'er return'it to ſhore, 

Thou wilt forget my love, fee me no more. 

PH. IL ſtop mine cars againſt Qblivion's cry. 
5 T3 © Cupy 
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Cup. Being landed, thou ſhalt ſee old wrinkled haggs, 
Spinning black threads, whilſt folly reels them up; 
He will let fall his reel, and pray thee reach it, 

But ſtoop not ; they will likewiſe beckon thee 
To fit down by them ; but to ſpin a thread, 
Take heed doing ſo, from me thou art baniſhed. 

2A. I'll ſhun their baits. 

Cup, Being enter'd Pluto's court, 

They all will tice thee with a thouſand trains, 
Shun all, and neither fit nor eat with them, 

Only deliver what thou art enjoin'd, 

Receive the box of beauty, and be gone, 
Which ſtill keep ſhut, let not thy daring eye 
Behold the wealth that i in the box doth le. 

Pj, Dread Cupid 

Cup. Now farewell, had thou but obey'd me, 
Thy face had ſtill been lovely, and mine eye 

Doated on thee with heavenly jealouſy. [ Excunt, 
; Enter CLOw N and SWAIN. 
1. Sa. And what doſt thou think of Cupid now? 
Clo. Do not think I am fo ſtupid, 
But to think well of great god Cupid, 

2. Swa. And what of poets ? 

Clo. As poets, as of Potentates, for fince I play'd the 
Jaſt prize againſt Phoebus, in which I may ſay of myſelf, 
vent, vide vici; J have been ſo troubled with a poetical 
itch, that I can ſcratch you out rhymes and bal ads, ſongs 
OA ſonnets, odes, and madrigals, till they bleed again. 

. Swa, Then thou art reconcil'd to Homer. 

ch. Homer was honourable, Heſiod Heroical, Virgil 
a Vicegerent, Naſo Notorious, Martial a Provoſt, Juve- 
nal a Jovial lad, and Perſius a Paramount; what do! 
think ” poetry? of which myſelf am a profeſt member. 

I. S4. And may be very well ſpar'd, and yet the bo- 
dy never the worſe, but thou may'ſt ſee what becomes 
of railing 2 Cupid, what a ſweet miſtreſs he bath 
put upon i thee ? | 

Clo. Who, my Amarillis? I | 

1. Swa. Yes, the verrieſt dowdy in all deeds, even 
Mopſa compar'd with her, ſhows like a madam; firſt 


ſhe's old— | 2 
FR 
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Glo. It was very well ſaid, to ſay firſt, becauſe ſhe 
Vas before us, and for old, is not age reverend ? and there- 
fore in mine eyes ſhe's honourable. 

1. Swa. And wrinkled. | 

Clo. Is it not the faſhion? do not our gentiles wear 
their hair criſped, the nymphs their gowns pleated, and 
the fawns their ſtockings, for the more grace, wrinkled 

doth not the earth ſhow well when 'tis plowed ? and the 

land beſt when it lies in furrows? 
1. Swa, Beſides, ſhe hath a horrible long noſe. 

Clo. That's to defend her lips, but thou ſinner to ſenſe, 
and renegade to reaſon, doſt thou blame length in any 
thing? doſt thou not wiſh thy life long, and know'ft 
thou not truth comes out at length? When all our joys 
are gone and paſt, doth not long-look'd for, come at laſt? 
If any of our nymphs he wrong'd, will ſhe not ſay tis 
long of me, *tis long of thee, or long of him ? if they 
buy any commodity by the yard, do they not with it long? 
your advocate wiſhes to have a law-ſuit hang long; and 
the poor client, be his cloak never ſo ſhort, and thread 

bare, yet would be glad to wear it longer. 
No married man, but doth his wife much wrong, 

Tho” he himſelf be ſhort, to have nothing long. 

2. Stoa. The ſhort and the Jong on't is, ſhe's an ugly 
creature, make of her what thou can'ſt. 

Clo. Make of her what I can; oh that all, or any of 
ou could like me, look upon her with the eyes of poetry; 
would then let you know what I have made of her. 

1. Swa, Prythee let's hear't. | 

Cl. Then liſten hither, oh you imps of ignorance, 


Oh tell me, have you ever ſeen, 

Since you were born unto this day 
Which is long fince a wit ſo green, 
And cover'd with a head fo grey. 


To praiſe her ſtill my Muſe's will is, 
Although therein J have no cunning, 
Yet 1s the noſe of Amarillis TO 
Like to a cock, long, and till running. 
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Her eyes though dim, do ſeem clear, 
And they of Rheum can well diſpoſe, 

The one doth blink, the other blear, 
In pearl-drops ſtriving with her noſe. 


Her breaſts are like two beds of bliſs, 
Or rather like two lean cows-udders ; 
Which ſhews that ſhe no changeling is, 
Becauſe they ſay, ſuch were her mothers. 


Thoſe few teeth left her in her head 

Now ſtand like hedge-ſtakes in her gums, 
Full of white dandriff is her head, 

She puts the cobler down for thums. 


Her fides be long, her belly lanky, 
And of her legs what ſhould I fay, 
But that ſhe feels well in the flanky, 
And both her fect, themſelves diſplay. 


1. S h. All the Homers in Aſia could never have come 
ſo near the buſineſs. | 1 

Clo. From head to foot, for her ſtature and years, 
pattern her in all Arcadia; ſay ſhe be a foul beaſt in 
your eyes, yet ſhe is my Hyren; and ſhewing foul to 
others, and fair to me, I ſhall live the happier, and ſhe 
the honeſter, but I have a cemedy againſt all this, in 
ſpight of Cupid, | | 
2. Swa, What's that? 

Clo. J hear Pſiche his miſtreſs, is ſent to hell for a box 


of beauty, tis but way-laying of her, and taking it from 


her, then . 

Admarillis ſhall compare 
With any other ſhe that dare. 
5 | 3 Exeunt. 


Enter Mipas and ArIIE Ius. 
Mi. This laſt T lik't. and had it all been ſuch, 
Only a mere diſcourſe *twixt Swains and Clowns, 
It then had pleas'd me; now ſome quaint device, 
Some kick.ſhaw or ot er to keep me waking. 
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" Then by the leave of theſe enen; FE, 
TIſuit me to thy low capacity; | 

Of Vulcan's Cyclops PIl ſo much intreat, - 

That thou ſhalt ſee them on their anvil beat ; 
Tis muſick fitting thee, for who. but knows, 
The vo are belt pleas d with noiſe and thows? 


A Dance of Vulcan and his CreLors, 


Mi. Well this I like: 
Now let me know the cream of this conceit; wth 
Why grain? why meaſure? why the number five d | 
Your moral fir, for that. 
As. The number five, our ſenſes doth include, 
Thoſe ſeveral grains, our ſeveral ſorts of fins, 
Which like thoſe ſeeds, to count, are infinite; 
And ſo commixt, that to diſtinguiſh them, 
It much tranſcends human capacity. | 
Mi. And then thoſe ants, what didſt thou mean by them? 
Ap. By thoſe are meant our recollections, 
And labrynths, till buſied in the ſearch 
oo what hath paſt, and were it poffible, 
—; drawing them into their former heaps, 
o pay to each, indebted penitence ; 
But all in vain; for this can never be 
Without true love, guided by Mercury 
But for my ſcene, how doſt thou reliſh that? 
Mi. As ribble, rabble, and I know not what; 
A viol muſt be fill'd with ſtygian drops, 
And that an eagle muſt for Pfiche "RY; i 
And all this, to what purpoſe? 
Ap. What to thee, 7 | 
And ſuch like drones, ſeems to be Sa abſur'd 
Is to the wiſe, perſpicuous and moſt plain : 
When Pſiche hath tranſgreſs'd, and her offence 
( Almoſt paſt pardon) merits Capid's wrath, 
Then woes like waves, follow each others neck, 
Then muſt ſhe fetch'a glaſs of ſtygian water, 
A vio] fill'd with true repentant tears, 
Ang that ſhe cannot fill, nor fetch from thence, 
But by the eagle's help, heaven's providence. 
Mi. But for her. voyage into hell; canſt make me 
Believe, that once ther., ſhe can come from thence? 
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Asp. Can't thou be filent, and but apprehend 
Thou now behold'ſt her fit in Charon's boat? 
Oblivion reaching up his wretched hands, 

To crave her help, and then by folly woed, 

Next by the idle ſiſters; theſe things paſt, 

Entering hell gates, whither thy 1magination 

May bring her, howſoever gentlemen, 

I hope you will that better underſtand; 

We'll but affright her with hell's court, and then, 

On your wing'd thoughts bring her to carth *. 
Bp | | unt. 


ä —— — ——— 
ACT v. NE I. 


Enter PrU ro, PROSsERTIN E, Mi Nos, EAcus, Ru ADAMANT, 
CHARON, CERBERUS and MERCURY. 


Plu. Fair Mayas' ſon, declare your embaſly ? 
Mer. Wheat crowned Ceres, harveſt ſovereign, 
And mother to the fair Proſerpine, 
Sends greeting to her ſon, hell's awful king, 
Letting him know, this day Latona's ſon 
_ Enters the firſt houſe of his Zodiak, 
And with his gilt beams welcomes in the ſpring ; 
This day the Virgins of Sicilia, „„ 
Old wives, young children, ſoldiers, citizens, 
Princes and prelates, on Ciſſephus banks, 
Are gathered in well order'd multitudes, 
Dancing in Choruſſes, ſinging mirthful lays, 
Such as Iambe Megamicae's maid, 
Sung, when ſhe mourn'd her daughter's raviſhment : 
This day hath Ceres call'd a ſeſſions, 
Where Proſerpine muſt be; but ere ſhe leave 
The black imperial throne of this low world, 
Pſiche the daughter to th' Arcadian king, 
Muſt do a * "I to her deity. | 
Pro. We know the intent of that great influence, 
With all the purpoſe of the Paphian queen, 


She 
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She means prou'd Pſiche never ſhall return, 
And we will keep her: Charon fetch her over. 
Cha. She's come already. | 

Mino. Then conduct her in. 

Cha. Hell's full enough of ſhrews; if ſhe be fair, 

I know ſhe's curſt, pray let her tarry there, 

A curſt quean's tongue, the very fiends {till fear. 
Plu. Fetch her I ſay, Venus ſhall be reveng'd. 
Fac, Go Charon, wait upon him Cerberus. 
Minos. If ſhe perform the cuſtoms of our court, 

Being ſent on meſſage from ſuperval powers, 

Me can then with no juſtice keep her here. 

Rha. True Minos, *tis the law of hell and fate; 

Yet Cerberus and Charon, get you gone, 

Tell Pſiche that hell's king, and Proſerpine, 

With Minos bench'd, Eachus and Rhadamant, 

Upon their black tribunals, ſends for her; 

You, furies, with your envious eyes attend, 

Leſt Pfiche againſt our cuſtoms ſhall offend. 

Cha. Come Cerberus, come haggs, fetch Pſiche in. 
Cer. Ves, and for all her ſtains and leproſy, 

Methinks I now could eat her. | | 
Mer. Pſiche is well inſtructed Rhadamant, 

Her huſband Cupid gave her certain rules 

For her uncertain journey. 


Enter CHarkon, CERBERUS and PsICHE. 


All. Here ſhe comes. | Re, 5 
cer My ſop, haſt thou thy naulum ferry man? 
Cha. I have. 220 | 

Plu. Pſiche ſtand forth ; nay, poor ſoul, tremble not. 

Minos. How came this woman over Acheron ? 
Reach'd ſhe not hand to help Oblivion ? 
Cha. No, yet the wretch made a pitious cry, 

Yet ſhe look'd on him with a ſcornful eye. | 
Fac. How did ſhe paſs the haggs, that ſpun the threads 
Of idle folly, in the path of hell? | 

Cha. They all deſir'd her help, but ſhe deny'd 
To ſet a finger unto folly's thread, | 

| =D G | Ply. 
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Plu. She hath done well : why kneel'ſt thou on the 


round? 
EA. I kneel to Proſerpine, for I am ſent 
By ſacred Venus for a box of beauty. 
Pro. Fair Pſiche, you ſhall have what you 4 
Riſe up, ſit down by us, 'tis much unfit . 
The wife of Cupid on the ground ſhould ſit. 
Pf. Pſiche is Cupid's outcaſt, and his ſcorn, 
And therefore ſits thus low, 404 thus forlorn. 
Plu. Oh thou belov'd of Love, be not ſo ſad. 
Furniſh a banquet, let our couſin taſte 
The delicates that grow in theſe dark groves. 
A © anquet ſet farth, 
Pro Art thou-not faint ? 
I Yes, wond'rous faint and weary, 
Faint through the want of food, weary with toil 
Of my unnumber'd ſteps, faint through the terror 
That on each fide affrights me, faint and weary 
With bearing this poor "burthen i in my womb. 
Cupid thy words are true, thou didſt foretell, 
My pride on earth, ſhould work my plagues in hell, 
Plu. Refreſh thyſelf, then taſte our delicates- | 
we I dare not touch them, 
ba. Thou haſt a ſop, eat that. 
Pfi, It is not mine, 
It is your porter's fee. 
Cer. Give it me then. 
Pg Anon I will, at my return from hence; 
In the mean time, facred Proſerpina, 
By all the tears your grieved mother ſhed, 
When you were ſtole from Piſmae's flow'ry bank, 
Let Pſiche be diſpatched to Cipria, 
Leſt the incenſed goddeſs do ſome wrong 
To her poor ſervant, if ſhe ſtay too long. 
Plu. Will ſhe not fit? ſcorns ſhe to take our food? 
Give her ſome wine. | 
Cha. Here girl, drink to hell's wie, 
Ef. Give me cold water from the murmuring ſpring? 
Plu. I am ſoul-vext, that any mortal eye | 
Should ſee our cuſtoms, and return alive 
To blab them to the wide ear of the world: 
But Proſerpine, having perform'd all rights, 
We muſt not here detain her; ſend her hence. 


Pro. 
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Pro. My envy equals yours, but all in vain. 
Pſiche, receive this box from Proſerpine, 
Wherein celeſtial beauty is inclos'd. 

But on thy life, dare not to look into it, 
As thou reſpectelſt thy ſafety. 
P. I receive it, | 
And humbly begging to dread Pluto's queen, 
latreat to be diſmiſs'd this fearful court, 
Plu. Charon, convey her back, 
Cha. My ferry-money. 
Cer. My ſop. 
Pj, Borh's here. | 
Exit, Charon and Cerberus with Pfche 
Plu. Pfiche is worthy to be Cupid's wife, 
And Proſerpine, remember her to Venus, 
Make interceſſion that the queen of love 
No longer prove th” ungentle ſtep-mother, 

Mer. Pluto, when Pfiche hath perform'd her taſk, 
My ſiſter will no doubt be reconcil'd; 

Cupid preſented a petition Es 
To Jove, and all the ſenate of the gods, 
To take from her, her bale deformity, 
The gods agreed, and Venus too was pleas'd 
At her return from hell it ſhould be done. 

Plu. Here Hermes, take my queen Proſerpina, 
Return her when the ſiſter of the ſun 
HFath fix times compaſſed her filver ſphere ; 

Commend me to my mother, great ſove's wife, 
My fiſter Pallas, and to all the gods, 
So farewell Pluto's joy, all hell thall mourn. 
With hideous cries till my fair love return. 
| Exeunt, Hideous mufic. 


Enter Cup Ds 


Cup. Many a long look have my watchful eyes, 
Sent out to meet with Pliche, here {he comes, 


Enter P31icus. 


And in her hand the box: Cupid ſtand cloſe, 


And over hear the ſum of her diſcourſe: 
. G 2 Enter 
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Enter CLOWN, 


Ch. This is ſhe, I know her by her martyr'd face; 
Venus did well to ſend her for beauty, for poor ſoul, ſhe 
hath need on't: I have dog'd her, to fee ifI could find her 
at any advantage, to ſteal away her box. I have already 
got love from Cupid ; I have got poetry from Apollo, 
and if I could now get beauty from Pfiche, Phaon the 
fair ferry-man, was never ſo famous in Sicillia, as I 
Coridon ſhall be in Arcadia. 

f. You traiterous thoughts, no more aſſault me thus, 
My lovely Cupid charg'd me nat to ſee | 
What Proſerpina ſent Venus in this box; 

The like command did hell's queen lay on me: 

Oh, heaven ! yet I ſhall die except I do't. 

Cup. J Pfiche, what ftill in your longing vein? 

C. That's it nay I ſhall know't, if [ ſee't again. 

Pj. It's beauty Pſiche and celeſtial, 

And thou art ugly, this will make thee ſhine, 

And change this earthly form to ſhape divine; 

Open it boldly, but 1 ſhall offend, 

Why ſay I do, *tis but the breach of duty, 

And who'll not venture to get heavenly beauty? 

Rich beauty, ever fresh never decaying, 

Which lies entombed in this heavenly shrine; 

Nor in this bold attempt think me prophane, 

Striving thus ſpotted to be free from ſtain. 
She opens the box and falls aſleep. 

Ch. Nay I thonght I should take you napping, 

And thou ſhalt go with me; for *tis my duty, 

My miſtreſs being a blowſe, to find her beauty. 

| Cupid charms him aflzep. 

Cup. To make thee lovely in thymiſtreſ's eyes, 
Make uſe of that, and boaſt of thy rich prize. 

| Cupid layt a counterfeit box by him. 
But foolish girl; alas, why blame | thee, 8 
When all thy ſex is guilty of like pride, 1 
And ever was? but where's this beauty now? 
'Turn'd into ſtumbers, and like watery pearls 
Of honey-taſting dew hangs on theſe lids; 
She wakes again; I have ſwept off the ſlumber 
That hung ſo heavy on theſe ſpotted covers, 
Which once clos'd in the light of all true lovers. 
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Pi. Where am I now? Dread Cupid pardon me. 
Cup. Come riſe, and wipe away theſe fruit leſstears ; 
Take up the box, and hie thee to my mother, 
Pſi. She'll kill me for the beauty | have loſt. - 
Cup, Tuſh fool, I gather'd it from thy clos'd eyes, 
Where in the ſhape of ſlumber it did reſt ; 
Be comforted, Cupid's white hand ſhall clear 
This black deformity, and thou ſhalt ride 
In Venus's chariot, and be deify'd; 
I thought to chide too bad, but *twill not be, 
True Jove can but awhile look bitterly : 
Awake thou too, the treaſure there inclos'd, 
Rifle at will, but ſee it well diſpos'd, Exit. 
Clo. Where am I ? Hay, where is ſhe? I no ſooner caſt 
mine eye upon the box, to ſay Here *tis, but | was aſlee 
before a man could ſay, what's this“ what's this? ſaid I, 
Rejoice all mortals that wear ſmocks, 
For I have found rich beauty's box. 


T was before but a man made, but | am now a very made 
man; and when it is known J am poſſeſſed of this rich 


treaſure, both young and old, ſhort and tall, tag and rag, 
witch and hag, crone and bedlam, who thongh they come 
abroad but ſeldom will crawl upon crutches to find out 
me; but ccme as many as will and as faſt as can, by their fa- 


vours, my Amarillis ſhall be firſt ſerv'd: and yet not firſt 
neither, am I in poſſeſſion myſelf, and ſhall not I be the 


white boy of Arcadia? Adonis is dead, and ſhall not I be 

Venus? ſweet- heart? * 

Come box of beauty, and for white and red. 1 
po | The box is full of ugly Paintings. 

Put down Jove's page, the ſmooth'd face Ganimede 

Dawb on, dawb on, as thick as thou canſt lay on, 

Till thou exceed the ferry-man call'd Phaon; 

Cupid compar'd with me ſhall be a toy, 


And look but like the ſign of the black boy; 


My face ſhall ſhine juſt as my hand diſpoſes, 

In one cheek I'll plant lillies, in t'other roſes, 
Till all that this my viſage gaze upon, 

Say, there, there goes the fair fac'd Coridon. 


Enter SWA1NS, 


1. Swe. Where is Coridon? Hymen ſtays, and Amarillis 


attends, the bride is ready, but no bridegroom to be found ? 
G 3 Clio. 
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C/o. I do not think the Clowns will know me when 
they ſee me. Colin, Dickon, Hobinall; and how is't, how 
ist? 

2. Swa, Ha, ha, ha, very ſcurvily methinks, is this 
Coridon ? 

Clo. Nay, if my face in Swains breed ſuch delight, 
What will the nymphs do when they come in ſight AS 

Stoa. Oh monſtrous | Coridon, how cam'ſt thou thus 
chang'd ? 

Ch. Chang'd! I hope ſo; I have not travell'd thus far 
for nothing : ſpeak you mortals, doth not my brow relent : 
ſhines not my noſe? ſprings not here a lilly, there a roſe ? 

2. Stoa. A roſe! alilly ! a blewbottle,and a canker-flower, 
W hat 1s that upon thy face ? 

Cl, Beauty, boys, beauty. 

21. Stoa. Beauty doſt call it, I e from whence 
eame it ? | 

Clo. Marry from hell. 

2. Swe. From hell, I believe it, for it hath made thee 
look like a devil already. 

Clo. Go ſhear your ſheep, make money for your wool, 
Sell all your lambs, and make your purſes full, 

And then, if on the price we can agree, 
I'Il fit you all and make you look like me: 

2. Sa. Like thee, 14 rather ſee thee hang'd; doſt 
thou think we mean Vizors? 

Glo. This it is to be mere mortals, and have no additi- 
on of learning or travel; theirdull eyes cannot judge of 
celeſtial beauty : but where's my Amarillis, and the god of 
marriage Hymen ? 

1, Swa. They both ſtay for thee in Venu's temple ; 
but I hope thou wilt not be married to her in this pickle ? 

Cl, Will 1 not, yes, and dazzle all their eyes that ſhall 
look on me, eſpecially my Amarillis, 

And ſhe muſt needs have ſome part of my theft, 
All is not gone ſomething for her is left: 

Lead on, lead on, this day you fhall be my men, 
And thus in pomp will we go meet with fiymen: 
And Dicken if anon thou wilt be ſinful, 

To drink with me, I will give thee thy ſkinful: 
If there be any here, I ſpeak 1 it out of duty, 
Deſire any complexion from my box of beauty, 


This 
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'This night I am buſy, let him come to-morrow, | 
They ſhall have ſtore, if they will buy or borrow. Exeunt. 


Enter Pacesus, Pan, Venus, ApmeTuUs, ASTIOCHE 


PETREA, MENETIUs, and ZELOTES. 


Ven. By this I know that Minks is come from hell, 
And here ſhe harbours ; but Arcadian king, 
Deliver her, or by our dreadful frown, 
I'll ſpoil thy courts, and caft thy temples down 
Conceal her longer, not the god intreats 
Shall guard her from the death, my rage intends. 
Ad. Dread queen of Paphos, ſhe remains not here, 
Nor think that I habit her, though my child, | 
Againſt your wrath, or power; nay, did ſhe ſojourn 
In any place where I have free command, 
F'd cauſe her to be fetch'd thence inſtantly, 
And as your ſlave and vaſſal tender her. 
Jen. If ſhe be ſafe return'd from Proſerpine, 
She muſt be pardon'd, and become divine; 
But to conceal her being, and keep back 
The preſent ſent, keeps but a future wrack, 
Apo. If ever in fair Venus I had power, 
Or grac'd her ſummer paſtimes with my beams, 
At length with a commiſerating eye, 
Look on diſtreſſed Pliche, 
Jul. Do, good wile, | 
Uſe her with all the favour thou canſt think, 
Connive at her, as I at thy faults wink. 
Pan. And Pan proteſts by Canna's nut-brown hair, 
The faireſt nymph, ſince Sirnix I e'er faw, 
Be friends with her, my ſatyrs all thall play, 
And I with them make this a holy-day. 


Enter MERCURY and PROSERPINE. 


Mer. To all theſe gods, to Venus and this train, 
Health from the ſon of Saturn and queen Ceres, 
Ven. Welcome, what would the meſſengers of Jove 
To us, or theſe? 
Mer. Pan, Vulcan, and yourſelf, 
With Phoebus, and the great Arcadian king, 
Muſt be this day at Ceres' ſowing-falt, 
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Unto which annual meeting, ſee fair Proſerpine 
Is come from Pluto's court, 

Jen. Welcome fair queen, 

Apo. Welcome fair ſiſter from the vaults below, 

We two are Twins, of fair | atona born, 

And were together nurſt in Delos ile; 

You guide the night, as I direct the day. 

Darkneſs and light betwix us we divide, 

Nor fquare, but in our mutual orbs agree, 

Unleſs you move juſt t wixt the earth and me, 

For then you eclipſe my luſtre. 

Jul. Couſin queen, 
I am even moon ſick, and half merry mad, 
For. joy of thy arrival. 

Pan, By our creſts 

We ſhould be couſins, for we both are horn'd 

And Vulcan of our kin too; but ſweet coddeſs, 

Now I bethiok. me of th” Arcadian nymphs, ' 

T am bound to thee for many a pretty fight, 

And much good ſport I have had by thy moon-light. 
Pro. To give you meeting, 1 am come from hell. 
Fen. Saw you not Pſiche there? 

Pro, Love's queen'l did 

Hither ſhe comes with Cupid, hand in hand, 

Her leproſy, through labour, is made clear, 

And * in your eye ſhe'll now appear. 


Enter Curip and Ps1cns. 


Cup. Celeſtial ſea-born queen, I here preſent you 
My ?fiche, who hath ſatisfy'd your will: 
Deliver her, fair love, from Proſerpine, 
The box of beauty, endleſs, and divine. 
Pi, Guided by love, lord of my life and hope, 
come undaunted to your gracious fight, 
Hoping my ſufferance hath out-worn his wrath? | 
Ven. She hath ſcap' d hell, and now the taſk is done, 
And I ſtill eroſt by a diſobedient ſon; 
But tell me how this leper came thus fair? 
Cup. At my entreat it was, 
*Monglſt all the gods I claim'd her for my weld, 
Who taking a joint pity of her wrongs, 
Gave their conſeut, and then great Joye himſelf | 8 1 
all'd 
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Call'd for a cup of immortality, 

Drank part to her, and Pſiche quaff't the reſt , 

At which, deformity forſook her quite, 

And ſhe made fair, and then proclaim'd my bride, 
Jove vowing, ſhe ſhould now be defy'd. 

Jen. ] ſee I cannot conquer Deſtiny, 

By Fate ſhe firſt was thine, I give her thee. 

Mer. Now Pſiche, you mult ſee your ſiſters judg'd, 
Unſtaid Petrea, and unkind Aſtioche, | 
Admetus, you muſt be their ſentencer. 2 

Ai. Huſband. your knees. | | 

Pet. My dear lord, plead for us.— 

Ai. Will neither? yet father. 

Ad. Wretches, peace. 

Pſiche by you was torn from her delight, 

And rudely rent from Cupid's paradice; 

T was you that robb'd her of a father's love; 

By your allurements ſhe was ſent to hell, | 
And had not divine aid ſecur'd her thence, Ft, 
Poor ſoul, for ever ſhe ad been there detain'd, a 
For which, to endleſs durance I adjure you; 

For merit's ſilver gates are always barr'd 

To hearts impenitent and wilful hard. 

P/;, Have pity on them, father: gentle huſband, 
Remember not their fraud in tempting me: 
| You gods, and goddeſſes, with Pſiche join 

To beg their pardons—all you Arcadians, kneel ; 
For had they not my happineſs envy'd, 
My love and patience had not ſo been try'd. 

All. We all will mediate for ther. | 

Ad. Then daughters, give your ſiſter Pſiche thanks, 
And to her virtues be a ſervant ſtill, 

Which makes atonement for your ill. 
Bath. We'll henceforth be her handmaids. 

Jen. They ſhall attend her unto plenty's bower, 
Where Ceres, queen of fertility, _ _. 

Invites us with the other gods to feaſt. | 

Mer. There Jove and Phoebus ſhall lead Cupid's queen 
To the bright palace of eternity ; 

Bacchus ſhall give us wine, and Ganimed 

Shall crown our full cups with the grape's pure blood; 

Ceres ſhall yield us all earth's delicates, „b 
2 
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In Cupid's honor, love's immortal king. 
Jul. Vulcan will dance, and fing. and ſkip, and quaff, 
And with his ſmoaky jeſts make Cupid laugh. 
Cup. Such as love me, make me their preſident, 
"ug thus I take fair Pliche by the hand, 
Mercury do you the like to Proſerpine, 
My mother Venus cannot want a mate ; 
In honorof our marriage, match yourſelves, 
And with a meaſure grace our nuptials, 
But ſuch as do not love to be in motion, 
View as ſpectators, how our joy appears, 
Dancing to the ſweet muſick of the ſpheres. 


Dance of Curip, Psrcnr, the obs and GODDESSEs: 


Apol. Now circle Pfiche in a fairy ring, 
Whilſt I and Venus grace her with this crown : 
This done, to feaſt with Ceres and the gods, 
And next unto the palace of the ſun, 

Io end thoſe ſacred rites we have begun. 


Enter Midas and APULEIUS. 


Mi. Is this your moral ? this your poetry ? 

What haſt thou done, what ſpoke, what repreſented, 
Which I with all theſe cannot juſtly tax ? 

Ap. Yes, all like thee th' obtuſe and ſtupid minds, 
But there's an underſtanding that hath depth 
Beyond thy ſhallow nonſenſe; there's a wit, 

A brain which thou want'ſt, { to that ſubmit, 
Mi. And even in that thou fool'ſt thyſelf. 
Cup. Nay then, 

I by the favor of theſe gentlemen, 

Will arbitrate this ſtrife ; one ſeeks to advance 

His art, the other ſtands for i ignorance; _ 

Both hope, and both ſhall have their mer its full 

Here's meed for either, both the apt and dull, 

Pleas'd or diſpleas'd, this cenſure I allow ; 


— thou the Aſſes ears, the laurel thou. 1 
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If you, judicious, this my doom commend. 


QUEEN” s MASK. 


Pſiche by you ſhall doubly crown'd aſcend ; 
And then this legacv I leave behind, 


Where'er you love, prove of one faith, one mind. 


The ſpring comes on, and Cupid doth divine 
Each ſhall enjoy his beſt lov'd Valentine, 

W hich when you have, may you like us agree, 
And at your beſt retirements think on me. 
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